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THE GOLDEN ROCK 



CHAPTER I. 

A QUEER LEGACY. 



« 



Old Trader Hume was dead. 

Not that he was really old when he died^ but he had lived 
a life that had robbed him of his youth at one end and cut off 
the slow decline on the other. At fifteen he began the career 
of trader and hunter ; before twenty he had been tossed by a 
buffalo^ and broken his leg in a fall from his horse; at twenty- 
five, he had been twice down with the fever ; at thirty he was 
known as Old Hume; at fifty he had gone home to die — a man 
wom^ sun-dried^ and scarred with many wounds. Home to 
the Old Country, the land of his parents, the land of rest and 
green fields that had figured in his waking dreams, and in his 
lonely watches beneath the African sky. 

His mother had talked to him of the quiet village, the ivied 
church, the bells, the song of the lark, and the pleasant 
custoiKs of the country folk ; and his father had told him of 
the great cities, the roar of life, and the silence of old ruins 
testifying to a mighty past; and the untrained, toughened 
Colonial boy had kept before him one goal — the hoary tower 
of Westminster, the green meadows, and the tuneful bells of 
old England. 

Well, at last he had gone home ; but it was not the home 
of his dreams. There were the wonderful green fields, the 
eloquent ruins, and a multitude beyond expectation for 
number ; but there was something wanting, and the lack of 
it preyed upon him, hastening his end. These swarming men 
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2 THE GOLDEN ROCK 

and women were not of his type. The people in the streets 
hurried along hard-eyed and absorbed ; his neighbours treated 
his overtures with suspicion^ not understanding his familiar 
greeting and his manner of going about in his shirt-sleeves^ 
smoking strange tobacco. He was alone in the midst of 
crowds, and he waited for death with the patience of a 
stricken animal, while the people who understood him not 
made much of an explorer recently returned, not knowing 
that this weather-worn stranger who pottered about aimlessly 
had braved more dangers in unexplored countries, and had, 
without thinking of it, opened up more routes for the advance 
of commerce. One fnendship he had formed with the son of 
his father's brother, his only living relative, a boy who had 
been with him on his last trading trip, and whom he had sent 
to Oxford to pick up the ways of men, and, perhaps, some of 
their learning. * But he only saw the lad in the long vacation^ 
and then only for a few days, insisting that the young fellow 
should camp out in Wales with some of his companions 

Now, Old Trader Hume was dead and buried, and his 
nephew, Francis Hume, was alone in the old man's room^ the 
room of a hunter filled with trophies of the chase. 

The young man was bending forward, one hand sujiporting 
his head, while the other, dangling listlessly, held a sheet of 
paper. Long he remained so, his eyes absently fixed on th^ 
point of a curved rhinoceros' horn, then leant back in the 
chair and read the contents, setting forth the last will of his 
uncle. 

A very short and simple document it was : 

' I, Abel Hume, commonly known as Old Hume, the Trader, 
leave to my nephew Frank all my possessions, including £275 
in the Standard Bank. There is a map in my pocke1?book 
drawn by myself. That I leave him also, and it is my wish 
that he will follow the directions therein. I would like him 
to use my double Express, and to treat it tenderly. Good-bye, 
my lad ; shoot straight, and deal straight. 

'(Signed) Abel Hume/ 

' Dear old chap !' muttered Frank, with a sad smile, and 
again he sank into a long reverie. 

He had always thought that his uncle was a wealthy man, 
and, under that impression, he had lived rather extravagantly 
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A QUEER LEGACY S 

at Oxford. His uncle had paid his bills^ and he tried to recall 
if there had been^ unnoticed at the time by him^ any word or 
sign of disapproval^ but he could remember only the dry 
chuckle of the hunte^t some unusual entry. 

'Poor old boy/ he said again; 'I wish he had told me. 
What a lonely time he had !' 

He thought then — how could he help it? — of his own pros- 
pects^ which had lost so suddenly all the wide outlook of a 
happy career. V 

'I must give up Oxford^ of course, and my friends, too, 
before they give me up ; but what am I to do ?' He looked 
around at the horns, at the trophy of assegais on the wall, at 
the lion's skin on the hearth, the yellow eyes glaring, and the 
red mouth set in an everlasting snarl. 

' I am sorry the old man came home. He was happy there 
in the bush, or on the trek. What a life he must have led 
during those thirty-five years of hunting and trading, and 
what yams he did spin in the evenings ! There was that story 
of the bull elephant' 

He lit\his pipe by instinct, and was lost in veldt and kloof 
among the big game until the strange glamour of the chase, 
from whieh no man is free, was upon him, and he was soon 
sitting with his uncle's favourite rifle in his hands, examining 
its rich brown barrels, and the polished stock of almost black 
walnut, bound about the hand-grip with the •skin of a puff- 
adder. He brought the butt to his shoulders, his cheek 
against the stock, and began sighting at small objects on the 
wall. The gun was heavy, but he had not been at Oxford 
for two yea^jp for nothing, and his muscles were those of an 
athlet^. 

He rose up to replace the gun tenderly in its rack»' and 
then, going to his uncle's desk, took out the pocket-lbook — a 
much-worn leather case, bound round with a length of braided 
buckskin. 

Folded up in an inner pocket was a frayed piece of paper. 
This he carefully spread out on an open book, and, with a 
faint smile about his lips, carefully examined the roughly- 
drawn outlines of river and mountains. This was not the first 
time he had seen the sketch. His uncle had, on his last visit, 
with much gravity, taken the paper from its hiding-place, and 
had told the story connected with it — a story which had 
impressed the young undergraduate, chiefly on account of the 
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moving adventures related^ the real heart of the thing taking 
but an insignificant place in his thoughts. 

Yet he vividly remembered how the old hunter^ usually so 
cool^ had worked himself into a pitch of excitement, and how, 
placing his withered finger on one spot, he had, sinking his 
voice to a whisper, said impressively : 

' There, my lad, is your fortune. Your fortune ; the fortunes 
of a hundred men.' 

What was the story ? Was thfere a fortune there, or had his 
uncle been, like many a lonely wanderer, the victim of a 
hallucination ? He pored over the map, and in imagination 
listened again to the slow, grave words of the old hunter, 
whose eyes had flashed under the glow recalled by the 
memory of that expedition. His uncle had struck north 
through the Transvaal, and after crossing the Crocodile, had 
turned to the east for an unknown land, whence rumours had 
come of great herds of elephants. Entering a bush country 
too thick for the waggon to continue, he had gone on afoot 
with a score of boys for a big vlei, where there was, indeed, a 
happy hunting-ground. There, after bagging some fine tusks, 
he had heard from an old black of a strange rock to the west, 
which shone bright in the sun, and had struggled to reach the 
spot. A week he spent amid the tangle of reeds about the 
river, and in the gorges of a wild and lofty chain of mountains ; 
and then, one day, in the early morning, he had, from the Place 
of the Eye in a singular rocky profile of a human face, seen 
shine out, from the great plain below, a blaze of light which 
glowed for the space of an hour while the rays were level, and 
then went out. He had seen the Golden Rock, the shining 
stone of the natives, the eye of the morning, the place of 
bloodshed, as the old man related, and he marked the spot 
where he had stood, f^r he could go no further then. Several 
days he had spent r^^ming to the huts at the vlei, where he 
listened much to the old man, hearing more about the rock, 
and of the glistening ornaments that were made from it when- 
ever a new chief arose. He learnt about the tribe who lived 
at the feet of the mountains and in the great forests, and he 
planned how he would reach the rock, when news came that 
his waggon had been burnt by the natives, and the next day 
he himself was attacked. Escaping to the river, where he 
lurked in the reeds, he at last fashioned a hollow tree to 
his purpose, and floated down the Limpopo, enduring twenty- 
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five days of fearful suffering before he reaehed the mouth, 
where he was picked up by a Portuguese trader and landed at 
Delagoa Bay. In that trip he had lost ever3rthing — waggon, 
oxen, ivory, skins 
and stores, and be- 
fore he could plan 
another expedi- 
tion to the mysterious 
rock he felt he had 
entered the shadows, 
and the craving for the 
home of his forefathers 
would not be denied. 

* My lad, that is your 
fortune. I have seen 
it, and you must find it. 
Will you promise ?' 

'Yes, uncle, I pro- 
mise,' Frank had said, 
laughing at what he 
thought was a joke. 

' That's all right,' the 
old hunter had replied. 
* When a Hume m&es 
a promise he means to 
keep it — or die.' 

Frank now remem- 
bered those words and 
aU they implied, and i„S.;^^K'an5. 
they spoke to him now out a|. highest point the 
with greater force than proBle of a face, with 
when he had heard the eye-socket hoUow. 
them. Standing in this socket 

.-J. V J J and looking over\he 

He had made a pro- ^x^b below, which are 
mise, carelessly, not plainly visible, the Ool- 
knowing what he said, den Rock bears to the 
just to humour his ^.diatant about two 

uncle. Nevertheless he 

had given his word. Was he bound to keep it ? Well, for 

that matter, he was a Hume. 

Taking an atlas from the shelf, he studied the East Coast of 
Africa, and the course of the Limpopo from its mouth. As 
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far as his uncle had drawn, his sketch tallied with the map, 
and so exactly indeed that he must have filled in the original 
rough draft from the printed map. 

Folding up the much-creased paper with a sigh, he paced 
up and down the room, tugging at his moustache, a blank look 
on his manly face. Suddenly stopping opposite a mirror, and 
seeing his reflection, he broke into a loud laugh. 

* Hang it ! what a brute I am ! But it's too absurd, this 
legacy of a Golden Rock which does not exist. Well, at any 
rate, I can use up the bank balance in making a hunting trip 
to the spot, and after that ' 

He shrugged his shoulders, and went out to see about 
executing the will. 



CHAPTER II. 

A MYSTERY. 

Frank Hume had some of that tenacity of purpose which had 
made his uncle a successful hunter and Kaffir trader. He saw 
plainly enough the quixotic side of the quest to which he was 
committed^ but he was not one of those who ask, ' Is it worth 
while ?' and ' Where is the good ?' if con^nted with any 
undertaking not obviously practical. 

The Golden Rock had taken no hold on his imagination. 
It was no bright spot glowing, like a beacon in a dark night, 
out of the dim future, but itself merely a dim and shadoMry 
token representing and explaining the duty he owed to the 
dead man's whim. He would go to the locality, and then let 
events shape his oareer to any rough-and-ready pattern, even 
to that of the hard life of a hunter. Having made up his 
mind, he set about his preparations carefully, shaking off* his 
extravagant university habits, and keeping an eye to economy 
in small things to make the most of his little store of money. 

In one important respect he was admirably fitted for a life 
of hardship. Though of average height, he was unconunonly 
deep in the chest and broad across the shoulders, and pos- 
sessed a stock of bone and muscle upon which he could safely 
depend. His head was well set on, with a marked tilt of the 
chin that gave him an air of watchfulness, and this aspect was 
heightened by a pair of steady blue eyes. 

Within a week he had settled his affairs and was ready to 
take the first outward-bound vessel, limiting his choice to a 
sailing-ship, for time was of no particular object, while money 
and the saving of it was of first importance. He had even 
seen the skipper of a four-masted iron clipper with the view 
of working his passage out, but the skipper had received his 
overture with an explosion. ^ No more swab-fisted gentlemen 
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8 THE GOLDEN ROCK 

lubbers for me. They're worse than an old maid with a family 
of cats^ and not so useful Have a drink ?' They had a drink^ 
and the rejected volunteer walked homewards in the evening, 
stopping on the Embankment to look on the dark river which . 

was soon to carry him down to the salt waters. -i |^ 

As he leant there withes elbows on the granite coping, he - ff^ 

heard the sound of oars, and presently made out the blurred 
outline of a boat, and a streak of white about its bows where 
the strong tide opposed its rush to the exertions of the labour- 
ing oarsmen. There were two of these, aiid Frank could see 
that they were not pulling together, while the bow oar was \\ 

weaker than the stroke. The boat scarcely gained a foot 
against the tide, but, instead, moved sideways at every savage \' 

pull by stroke. i; 

* Put your weight into it, man,' growled stroke. 

' I .ean't. I'm dead beat,' gasped the other. 

' Look out !' shouted Frwik, ' you'll be into the steps.' 

Stroke looked sharply to the right, threw out a hand to keep 
the boat off the granite, then, as she was swept back, caught 
fast hold of an iron ring, while the bow oarsman sighed audibly 
and set to rubbing his arms. 

' You're a pretty sort of fellow, you are — as soft as butter. 
What the deuce did you say you could row for ?' 

' Who can pull against this flood ? Look here !' Bow leant 
over, thrusting his hand into the dark waters, which foamed 
against the obstruction. [ 

' What are we to do now ?' \ 

' Wait till the ebb, I suppose ; or get a ferryman to row us.* . * ! 

' Ferryman be . If we wait for the ebb we'll not get ^' 

out before daylight.' \ 

Frank went round to the opening in the Embankment, and ;f ! 

walked down the steps. 

' Can I be of any use ?' he said. 

' Yes, you can, by taking yourself off,* was the surly rejoinder 
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from stroke. 1' 

* Nonsense ! Don't go, sir. Can you row ?* \' 
' I think so.' 

* I don't want you to think. I thought I could row until I . 
met this infernal tide.' * 

' Well, I can row against tide, or with it.' jl 

' Step right in, then.' I 
'Man, you're mad!' sharply interposed stroke. The two 
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whispered together for a few minutes^ then bow suavely 
spoke : 

' My friend would be glad of your help, but he rather doubts 
your discretion. We are engaged in no nefarious designs, but 
at the same time we don't want to be talked of/ 

'I think,' said Frank, with a laugh, ^you may trust me, 
especially as you have already given yourself away. There 
would be nothing to prevent my callhig the attention of a 
policeman to your condition, you know.' 

'Jump in,' said stroke quickly. 

Bow crawled aft to take the tiller, and Frank stepped 
lightly into the boat. 

' Take her through the second arch, and then keep over to 
the Surrey side, when you will shoot us through the end arch 
of London Bridge, and by the fleet of barges. She lies just 
beyond.' "' 

' They are evidently making for a ship of some sort,' was 
Frank's mental reflection on the reference to 'she,' but he 
was next moment bending to his oar, his eyes fixed on the 
broad back before him, and his soul bent upon holding his own. 

For.a moment the boat had swept back with the tide, then 
as the oars dipped in she stood still to their tug, hung a 
moment, then crept on with slowly-increasing speed — under 
Waterloo Bridge, past the railway bridge, then across to the 
Surrey side, and, with a hard struggle, down under London 
Bridge and into the Pool, close in ^e shadow of a number of 
barges. 

' Do you see her ?' asked stroke, with a gasp. 

' Pull on,' said the cox. ' So — steady, stroke — ^pull, bow — easy.' 

The boat scraped alongside a low craft, and cox held on to 
a rope ladder. 

' How do you feel ?' asked stroke, turning his head. 

' Pretty well baked,' said Frank ; ' and you ?' 

' I'm worked to a cast-iron finish.. Give me the painter — 
thanks. Now, up you go.' 

Without more ado, Frank climbed up the ladder to a narrow 
deck, where he stood holding to a light rail. The two men 
were quickly by his side, one of them securing the boat. 

' This way.* 

They went forward to a deck-house, and descended a com 
panion-way to a small saloon, where one of them struck a 
match, and lit a suspended lamp. 
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' Let's have a look at you !' and the man who had pulled 
stroke, standing himself in the shade, threw the light fuU on 
Frank's face, while the second man closed the door and stood 
with his hack to it. 

'That will do.' 

'Pardon me/ said Frank, stung by this ungracious treat- 
ment ; ' it is my turn now.' 

Quickly steadjdng the lamp, he directed the light on the 
other's face, revealing a pair of fierce black eyes, and a face 
thickly bearded. 

'Stop that, or I'll ' He put his hand to his pocket 

with a thr^tening action. 

' Leave him alone. Captain. Upon my word, he has served 
you well in your own coin ;' and the other man stepped for- 
ward, placing a hand lightly on Frank's shoulder, whereat the 
latter, finding he was in queer company, stepped back. 

' Don't start, sir ; there is nothing to ifear.' 

' I think there is,' said Frank ; ' so please keep your distance, 
or, better still, stand aside, as I should like to get out of this.' 

'Of course you would, but — and I hate to tell you after 
what you have done — ^we can't afford to let you go.' 

'Afford, that's not the word. We won't let you go, mate.' 

' I'll see about that,' shouted Frank, at the same time hurling 
one man aside, and, seizing the handle, which came off to his 
furious tug, leaving the door still fast closed. Turning, he 
hurled the brass knob at the black-bearded man, but it missed 
the mark, and went with a crash through a glass door beyond. 

Next moment he was looking into the dark muzzle of a 
revolver, held very straight in the brawny hand <^ the Captain, 
whose black eyes wore a very ugly look. > 

'Put that pistol down,' rang out in tones of suppressed 
passion. 

The door stood open, and a tall girl in black swept in. 

Her dark eyes, flashing from a face of unusual pallor, dwelt 
a moment on the three figures, the one huddled on the floor, 
the others facing each other. 

' What does this mean, Captain Pardoe?' she asked haughtily, 
' and who is this stranger ?' 

Frank raised his hat ' For my part in this disturbance I 
heartily apologize, but I must say, and these gentlemen will 
bear me out, that my intrusion was not of my seeking.' 

She inclined her head slightly, then turned to the second 
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man, who had risen, looking uncomfortable at having been 
found in a humiliating position. 

' Since Captain Paidoe cannot speak, perhaps you will have 
the goodness to explain, Mr. Commins/ 

'It is this way. Miss Laura!' blurted the Captain; 'this 
young fellow knows too much.' 

'Excuse me,' said Frank, 'I know nothing except that I 
helped to row you here, and you wished to detain me.' 

' Allow me to explain,' said Mr. Commins, interposing with 
a wave of his hand. ' The tide was against us, and I was un- 
equal to the work. This young man kindly offered his help, 
and we accepted, but thinking it would be inadvisable to let 
him return, we felt it best to detain him, and if he had not 
been in such a hurry to put us down as thieves or cut-throats, 
and to act with unnecessary violence on that supposition, 
matters could have been amicably settled.' 

' At the muzzle of a pistol,' said Frank dryly. 

' I think you might have managed without help,' said the 
young lady coldly. ' It is most vexing, and such a beginning 
bodes ill for the undertaking.' 

'You need be under no uneasiness. We can easily detain him.' 

' I object,' said Frank hotly. 

Captain Pardoe lifted his weapon. 

' Give me that pistol, sir,' said the young lady imperiously, 
and the Captain reluctantly handed it over. ' I regret very 
much that we should place you under restraint, sir ; but .there 
are interests at stake more important than considerations of 
mere personal coi»venience. I'm afraid you must be our guest 
for a fpw dajB.' 

'We ca^'iJJtSt him ashore at Madeira, Miss Laura,' said the 
Captain. - 

' At Madeira,' said Frank, earnestly gazing at the splendid 
eyes and superb figure of this masterful young lady. 

' We will do our best to entertain you in the meanwhile,' 
she said, with a sudden dazzling smile, ' and, perhaps, you will 
even forgive us for this unmannerly and ungrateful return for 
your kindness.' 

As he caught the dazzle of her smile he determined upon 
his course, especially as the trip to Madeira would advance him 
on his voyage. 

' I am willing,' he replied, ' to take an enforced passage, 
provided you allow me to get my baggage.' 
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' That means going ashore ?' 

' Not necessarily ; for upon a note from me to the landlady 
of my rooms the things would be given up.' 

^ We have no time to spare^ Miss Laura/ said Captain Pardoe. 

' It is necessary for me to go ashore/ she answered, ' for a 
few minutes. Where are your rooms ?' 

' Off the Temple— in York street' 

' I think I will trust you/ she said, giving her hand, which 
Frank warmly clasped, the spell of her beauty being full upon 
him. 

Within an hour they were all back on the ship, and as Big 
Ben struck out the hours of midnight the vessel slowly crept 
down the river. 



CHAPTER III. 

A WILD RUSH. 

Hume was immediately shown into a tiny box of a cabin and 
the door locked upon him^ an indignity that roused him to 
wrath^ so that he banged against the frail panels with his fist. 

' Look here,' said a deep voice from the alley, ' if you don't 
stow that sharp I'll clap you iu irons.' 

' Leave him to me, Captain, and go on the bridge. Now, 
sir, will you oblige me by keeping silence for a few hours Y 

Frank recognised the spe^d^er by the rich tones, and im- 
mediately was pacified. ^ 

* If you wish it, I will ; but please unloritf^e door.' 

' Give me your promise that you won't make any disturb- 
ance.' 

* I promise.' 

' Thank you.* She turned the key, and then he heard the 
rustle of her dress as she quickly moved away. 

He stood looking at the handle for some moments, then sat 
on the bunk, with the feeling strongly rooted that he was in 
for some dark enterprise ; but his mind dwelt less on this than 
on the stately figure and beautiful face of this strange girl, 
whose strong character had been so forcibly shown. 

Who could she be, and what was she doing there — one 
woman with several men, and men evidently lawless } Already 
he longed for the hour when he could see her again, and once 
more hear her voice, and the remarkable and sudden change 
in the steady current of his life troubled him not at all. 

But presently his natural caution overmastered the swift- 
bom infatuation which had threatened to make a slave of him, 
and he roused himself to take a survey of the little cabin. 
This, though small, contained two Imnks, was plainly fitted and 
strongly built. The port-hole, he noticed by the dim light. 
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was protected by an inner sheet of steeL This he unscrewed^ 
and openings too^ the round glass^ he framed his face in the 
brass-rimmed circle. The boat was slipping along down the 
dark river at medium speedy the regular beat of her engines 
sounding very distinctly in the still nighty and her track 
stretching in a ghostly gleam, unbroken by any other craft. 
By craning his neck, he noticed that she seemed very low in 
the water, and of unusual length, and he was puzzled to place 
her in any category of cargo or passenger steamers, finally 
coming to the conclusion that she was one of those long, swift 
tugs he had sometimes seen ploughing up the river with a 
string of coal barges in tow ; a boat probably built for narrow 
channels, and to pass under low bridges. 

'She's not built for the ocean,' he mused, 'and when we 
get into the Bay she'll play pitch-and-toss, I'll be bound.' 

Suddenly, quite near. Captain Pardoe spoke : 

' Forrard, there !' 

'Aye, aye, sir.' 

' Do you see the Hospital ship }' 

' We'll pass her at the next bend, sir.' 

' Put the lights out as soon as you see her. Who have you 
got in the bows ?* 

' Dick, the Owl,' said the officer, with a slight laugh. 

' That will do. Aft there, stand by the wheel.' 

' Aye, aye, sir,' came in muffled reply. 

fWe won't steer her from the bridge, madam,' said the 
Captain, ' all the lights must be out, and the orders passed by 
mouth.' 

' Do you think they'll challenge us ?' spoke the young lady, 
her voice sounding so near that Frank involuntarily drew back 
his head. 

' They'll speak us, but we'll get through right enough. If 
there's any trouble it'll be off Sheemess.' 

' Why there Y 

'They'll wire to the coastguard, and they'll signal the 
guardship.' 

' That's a man-of-war, isn't it ?' 

' She is that, miss, but she'll not fire, I hope ; and we'll slip 
by before she's rubbed her eyes. There are the lights of 
Gravesend, and isn't that something black ahead under the 
bank ? You won't go below, I s'pose. Miss Laura ?' 

' No, Captain Pardoe ; I will stop here/ 
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Suddenly the glare over the bows from the forward lamps 
died out, there was a sharp ring of the engineer s bell, a sound 
of men in hot haste thrusting at the fires, and the vessel began 
to quiver and vibrate to the beat of vast engines working 
faster and faster. 

There was a rush of wind on Frank's face, the dark objects 
on the shore swiftly receded into the general blur, and 
the water foamed up at the bows and fell away in curling 
waves. 

' Are all the lights out, Mr. Webster ?' 

'' Yes, sir ; all but a light from a starboard port.' 

' It's that swab of a passenger,' growled the Captain ; ' I'll 
have him tied to his bunk.' 

Frank, warned that he was guilty of some unpardonable in- 
discretion, crawled down from the top bunk, and had just 
reached the floor, when the handle turned, there was a quick 
step, a rustle, and the light was switched off, not before he 
had seen the dark eyes flashing in resentment. 

' If you behave in this way, sir, I'll not stand between you 
and discipline.' 

* Really, I did not know I was doing anything wrong.' 

' Shut the port-hole,' she said sharply. 

He turned to obey with a frown of protest, when, seemingly 
not a yard off, there flamed the lights of a ship's cabin. 

' Where are you coming to, you lubber ?' shouted out a voice 
furiously. 

There was a jar, an ugly tearing noise, and Frank and the 
young lady were thrown at each other. 

' 1 beg your pardon, really,' said Frank, as he loosened his 
hold of her waist ; ' but I could not help myself.' 

She stood back with a gasp. ' Did you see that ? Has she 
sunk }* 

The reply came from the angry ofiicer of the other vessel in 
a torrent of language reassuring as to her safety, but venom- 
ously strong. 

The lights of another ship flashed by ; then the steamer 
darted into the narrow fairway between a fleet of vessels, big 
and little, the waves washing against them, and bringing up 
an angry swarm of men, whose shouts could be heard in a 
confrised babble in the rear. 

' What ship's that ?' hailed a man in powerful tones. 

There was no answer, and Frank felt a hand on his arm. 



16 THE GOLDEN ROCK 

' We are the Customs — where are your lights ?' followed in a 
faint hail astern. 

' Thank Heaven, we are past Gravesend. Now, sir, you may 
have your light again.' 

She pressed the button, and the electric light shone over 
her lustrous hair, revealing a sparkle in her glorious eyes and 
a flush on her cheeks. 

Frank looked at her, and forgot everything in amazement 
at her beauty. 

' I dare say,' she said, with a faint smile, ' you are wondering 
who we are ?* 

* I don't know,' said he, ' and I don't care, so long as I ' — 
he meant to add — ' am with you,' but he paused in time at the 
hint of a haughty surprise in her eyes. 

She looked at him steadily a moment with a glance that 
implied some new interest, then, once more switching off the 
light, went out without a word, closing the door behind her. 

He listened and heard her voice on deck, when he again 
framed his face in the port-hole. 

The bow lights had been relit, and the ship had slackened 
something of her tremendous speed. 

' I wish to Heaven,' said the Captain, * those funnels would 
not draw so welL Just look at that shower of sparks ; they'll 
give notice of our coming.' 

' Why not slacken speed until you are close on the guard- 
ship ?' 

' That'll give 'em more time to prepare for us, but it's the 
best thing to do.' 

Then followed a sharp signal to the engineer, and the speed 
was still further decreased. 

* Mr. Webster, was she damaged at all by that brush ?' 
'Just a dent, sir ; but she's all sound below.' 

' Douse the lights again. We'll keep close in on the port 
tack. Keep your eye on the Kent shore, and tell the watch 
to be on the lookout for the guardship.' 

For some time the ship slipped along through the dark 
waters without another word being spoken. 

' There's the signal, sir,' sang out a voice, breaking in on the 
silence. A rocket mounted afar off. 

'Ay, I see it. It's as I feared. They've alarmed the 
guardship, and '11 be sending a- boat to her. Suppose they 
catch us, madam, what yam will you spin ?' 
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'They must not catch us.' 

'They may open fire.' 

' Whether they fire or not, we must get through. Couldn't 
we open fire, too ?' 

Captain Pardoe laughed. 

' We must depend on our heels. Miss Laura. If it came to 
knocks, the guardship would hlow us out of the water.' 

' How annoying !' was the truly feminine reply — a reply so 
inappropriate that even Frank smiled, while Captain Pardoe 
chuckled audibly. 

' Understand, Captain,' she continued imperiously, ' I will 
not be captured, nor the ship, not if they have to blow it up.' 

' Ah, see that ?* 

A shaft of light shot into the sky, then dropped to the 
water and swept swiftly from right to left. 

'It's the search-light. The guardship is looking for us. 
Mr. Webster, step down to the engineer and tell him we'll 
want every pound of steam he can give us when I signal him. 
We must get twenty-seven knots out of her.' 

'Twenty-seven knots,' thought Frank. 'What ship can 
this be?' The cabin seemed to grow unbearable as his 
excitement increased, and if danger was to be encountered 
his place was by the side of this girl whom Fate had thrown 
in his path. 

Again the shaft of light, broadening from its base, shot out 
into the darkness, and sirapt the water to its outermost fringe, 
where the gleam minflad with the black night, reaching a 
few lengths ahead, where it outlined a bare pole on the bank. 

' Port your helm; put her over to the Kent shore,' the Cap- 
tain ordered with lowered voice. 

The vessel came round, and made across to the other bank. 

The search-hght swept round again, just as the vessel was 
near the right bank, and the light shone over the deck, 
lighting up every detail, before it passed on. 

' Astern — full speed astern,' roared the Captain down the 
speaking-tube ; ' starboard your helm ; bring her up on the 
old course.' 

The vessel backed out as the search-light flew back to the 
place she had occupied, and then swiftly made over to the 
Essex shore, and at another signal from the bridge darted 
into the shelter of the night. 

Frank could hold himself no longer, but flung open the 

2 
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door^ and after groping about in the saloon^ found the com- 
panion-way to the deck. There was a broad white belt of 
light on his rights but all around and ahead was darkness^ 
intensified by the brightness so near. 

' They'll find us in a minute/ spoke the Captain^ and Frank, 
turning, saw dimly two figures on a bridge just ahead of two 
singularly low funnels, from which poured dense volumes of 
smoke. 

The shaft of light played about the further shore, swept 
out slowly to mid-stream, then swept back again. 

' Stand by, Mr. Dixon,' said the Captain, down the tube. 

The guardship could now be dimly seen behind that glit- 
tering eye — a blurr of spars and funnels about a mile up 
stream. 

The light crept over the dark river in a broad track of 
gleaming silver, came slowly nearer, then, in a blinding fiash, 
shone over the vessel, lighting up every man as he stood at 
his post, and bringing out the girl's face in a startling pallor. 

The bell sounded its sharp order, the engines answered 
quicker and quicker, and the long, narrow ship seemed to 
leap forward, sending up a shower of water, which sparkled 
in the light, and came aft like rain. On she rushed — the 
fiames springing from her funnels — the whole frame and body 
of her vibrating, and the water hissing and splashing before 
her bows and in her wake. 

A ball of white smoke, which for a moment dimmed the 
flaming light, belched from the warship, followed at fully 
half a minute by the sullen boom. 

'That's by way of formal notice,' said the Captain; 'by- 
and-by she'll send a sharper summons ; better go below. Miss 
Laura.' 

' I will stay here,' she answered quietly. 

The small ship was now abreast of the man-of-war, which 
had changed its course and was steaming slowly ahead. On 
the left were the lights of Southend, far ahead the revolving 
lights of the Nore lightship, and on the port bows was the 
black hull and green and red lights of a huge steamer. 

' That's a stroke of luck,' said the Captain. ' We'll get on 
the bhnd side of that ship, and that bulldog daren't show his 
teeth until we're well clear both of Southend and the 
steamer. ' 

The man-of-war fired another blank charge, but the long. 
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low vessel darted along, shifting her course until she came 
under the bows of the big ocean steamer. 

The search-light^ however^ soon picked her up beyond^ and 
a minute after there was another report^ followed this time 
by the shrill scream of a shelly than which there are few 
sounds more threatening. The shot flew high^ plunging with 
a splash far on the port-side. 

' They cannot hit us^ Captain Pardoe> and we are rapidly 
leaving them.' 

' They are not trying. Miss Laura. That was just by way of 
being more peremptory. In ten minutes we'll be beyond 
reach of their light, and then there'll be another spell of 
safety, unless we are sunk. Hullo, here comes another.' 

There was another sullen roar, and the gunner had deter- 
mined on a closer call, for the ball touch^ the water not a 
hundred yards off, then ricocheted to the Essex coast. 

' The next one will have us,' growled the Captain. 

' Steamer's lights ahead ! Starboard bow !' hailed the look- 
out. 

Eyes were taken off the following man-of-war, and strained 
into - the darkness ahead, out of which presently there stood 
two hghts. 

' She's near us, Mr. Webster, and thank your stars for a 
sound berth to-night for that. We'll slip by on the port, and 
then get away under her bulk. Do you think they see her ?* 

* No, sir ; but the steamer *11 make the cruiser see her. She 
must be in a rare state. Ah ! there goes a rocket.' 

High into the black heavens ahead went a ball of fire, which 
presently curved over and burst in a shower of blue. 

' Looks like a navy signal, sir ?' 

' Very hke. If she is, we're caught hard and fast' 

' There's an answer from the warship, sir,' said Frank, who 
had turned his eyes aft. 

' I wish I understood the game,' growled the Captain, bang- 
ing his fist on the bridge rail. * Oh, she means it this time !' 

A red tongue of flame leapt out, a great volume of white 
smoke ; the shot, keeping low, struck the water up, and then 
there was a loud crash, followed by the whir of splinters. 

Frank saw the dark figure at the wheel suddenly sink to the 
deck, and without losing a moment he bounded doMm the 
narrow deck, seized the handle as the wheel was beginning to 
revolve, and brought it round. 
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' She's paying off. What in thunder's up with the wheel ?' 
roared the Captain. ' Mr. Webster^ take two men aft. Star- 
board your hehn.' 

Frank put his weight in^ and with every sinew straining, 
brought the vessel round, just as, like a runaway horse that 
takes the bit in its iron jaws, she had threatened to come 
broadside on. 

' What's wrong here ?' panted Mr. Webster anxiously, as he 
reached the wheel. 

'Steersman hit,' said Frank shortly; 'carry him off. I'll 
manage this.' 

Mr. Webster groped for the wounded man, drew him away, 
and then paused to look up, for they were passing the vessel 
whose lights they had seen. She was scarcely making any 
way, and the bulwarks were lined with pale faces, among them 
those of many women. 

' Thank Heaven, she's no cruiser ; hurrah, boys, hurrah T 

The few hands took up the cheer, and the people on the 
deck above, relieved from some nameless fear at seeing the dark 
ship slipping away, responded with a feeble shout ; the captain, 
firom his lofty bridge, sending a call through his hollow hands: 
' What's the meaning of this foolery ?' 

' Ask the guardship,' bellowed Captain Pardee ; ' a little 
target practice. Good-bye.' 

The little ship plunged into the welcome darkness, still 
maintaining her terrific speed, and the search-light could 
not reach her. 

Then the lights were lit, the wounded man carried below, and 
an inspection made of the ship, when it was found that the iron 
bulwarks had been pierced a little forward of the wheel. 

* Send the steersman forward !' shouted the Captain. 

Frank was relieved, and walked to the bridge. 

' What's your name, my man ?' 

' Hume.' 

' What — the passenger ? I gave orders to have you locked 
in. Never mind that, sir ; you did well, and I'm much obliged 
to you. You're welcome to the run of the ship. That was a 
close shave, eh ? If it hadn't been for the mercy of that 
steamer we'd have been five fathoms under. You'd better 
turn in now.' 

Frank lingered awhile to see whether the lady would appear, 
and then went doMm below, where he saw her leaning, as it were. 
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for support against a saloon pillar^ a handkerchief pressed to 
her forehead. 

' It has been a tr3dng night/ he said gently. 

' You had no right to leave your cabin/ she replied — then 
swiftly disappeared. 

Fnmk looked down the narrow gangway^ heard the bang 
of her door, and^ with his head up^ and feeting mightily 
offended^ entered his own tiny cabin. 

' She might have been civile at least/ he muttered. 



'* 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A STRANGE CRAFT. 

Hume had been to the Cape and back ; he had also tossed 
about off the Bristol Channel in a small yacht ; but before 
morning he learnt that the ocean could play more tricks 
with a ship than he had ever dreamt of in the wildest tossing. 
He was sleeping on the top bunk, for the sake of the breeze 
from the open port, and was early awakened by a dream, in 
which, with the thunder of waters in his ears, he had gone 
head foremost down a cascade. 

Had it been a dream? He sat up, knocking his head 
against the roof, and in his ears there was the same terrific 
roar, with a splashing sound, and an unmistakable feeling of 
dampness. A desperate lurch made him cling to the brass 
rail; then, as the port dipped, he saw the sky-line obscured by 
a moving wall, and was almost washed away by a belching 
funnel of cold water that boomed on to the floor, and rushed 
over his cabin, taking with it every movable object. As the 
ship heeled over he struggled, soaked and shivering, with 
the brass hinge of the port-window, which he thrust in and 
held there until the ship rolled under again. With the 
backward swing he worked the screw in, then lurched out 
from his sodden bed to the floor, inches deep in water, when 
he groped for the switch and turned on the electric light. 
His portmanteau coming swiftly out from under tlie lower 
bunk, carried him off his feet, and then bounded over his 
body, while his gun-case rammed him viciously in the ribs. 

Staggering up, he clambered into the lower bunk, and spent 
an awful hour of misery with a babel of sounds racking his 
brain, and every possible motion threatening dislocation to his 
body. The small bunk was too large for him. He could not 
brace himself tight ; but, like a pea in a drum, was rattled 
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from side to side and top to bottom, his head at one time 
threatening to fly off as the bows dipped ; his body sink- 
ing with the most sickening desire to part with his head as 
the stem went under, and his arms, legs, and head flopping 
about hopelessly to each dizzy roll. 

Then between, and coming through every motion, was the 
jarring of the screw as the stem was lifted up— a most soul- 
disturbing sensation, enough in itself to unsettle the inner- 
most lashings, the smallest nerves and sinMI-of the body. 

' What the devil possesses the ship ?' 4pught Frank, in a 
state of feeble protest against this indigimy of sea-sickness 
that held him in its clammy grasp. ' Hulloa !' he groaned, as 
he heard someone staggering along the alley way. 

The door was opened, and the new-comer dived in to the 
roll of the ship as Uiough he were violently impelled from the 
rear, ending up by stumbling over the gun-case. 

'That's the fifty-seventh time I've been knocked off my 
pins within an hour by this infernal buck-jumper. What have 
you been doing, messmate ; taking a shower-bath ?' And Mr. 
Webster, the speaker, with a humorous twinkle in his eyes, 
sat down on the edge of the bunk and laughed till the tears 
ran down his cheeks. 

Frank turned his head with a look of disgust, but the ship, 
pitching and rolling at the same moment, sent him and his 
bedclothes in a heap to one end of the .bunk. 

' God forgive me,' said the oiflficer, making futile attempts to 
keep his feet out of the water; 'but you're a most dismal 
object' 

' What's the matter with the ship ?' growled Frank. 

Webster opened his mouth to laugh, but a vicious lurch 
banged his head against the iron side of the cabin. 

' Ship, do you call it ?' he cried. ' Why, 'tis nothing but a 
steel tube with an engine in it, and there's not a ship afloat 
that would not ride over this sea without a heave.' 

' Isn't it rough, then ?' 

' Man, we're just in the Channel, with a cross current and 
the apology for a ripple, but this devil of a sawn-off scaffold- 
pole just wallows in it like a porpoise. Come up on deck, and 
you'll blush with shame to think you should have gone under 
to such little waves, scarce big enough to wet the frills of a 
Brighton beach-wader.' 

As if to belie this imputation of mildness, a sea came on 
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board with a crash and rushed along the deck with an angry 
swirl^ making noise enough to spur Frank on to make an effort 

'That's right/ said Webster, taking him by the arm. 
'Now come and have a nip and a bite.' Together they 
rolled out of the cabin and down the alley to the officers' box, 
where Hume duly swallowed a stiff glass of grog, and was 
suited with a shiny covering of oil-skin overalls. Then, hold- 
ing on to anjrthing that came handy, they clambered on deck, 
where the keen morning air very soon dispelled the nausea 
contracted in the stufiy cabin. 

It was a brilliant morning, with wisps of wind-lashed clouds 
scurrying across the clear blue sky, and a buoyant property in 
the salt-laden air that brightened the eyes. It had brought a 
flush to the cheeks of the lady, whose figure, dad in oils, had 
been the first thing to catch and hold Frsuik's gaze. She stood 
on the low bridge, holding with both hands to the rail, her 
feet braced and her body bending to the dips and roll of the 
steamer with a grace that even the heavy tarpaulin could not 
hide. The spray which came afl in a white and gleaming 
drizzle glistened on her covering, and ever and again with a 
low laugh she would bend her head to an unusually heavy gust 
of wet tossed up by the plunging bows of the steamer. 

' Isn't she a beauty !' growled Webster, brushing his hand 
across his eyes to wipe away the drops. 

' She is, indeed !' murmured Frank. * May I ask who she is?' 

Webster followed his companion's gaze, and led him for- 
ward. ' I'm not talking of her,' he said, dropping his voice ; 
' and you'd best leave her out of your thoughts, young fellow. 
It's this craft I mean ; this narrow-gutted rib of a steel monu- 
ment, that's fit for nothing but to be stuck on end with a lamp 
in its stem, when it would make a good lighthouse. Ugh ! 
the brute. See her bury her nose in that sea like a pig in a 
mash-tub.' 

This wave was a gentle swell of dull green, covered with a 
lace-like tracing of air bubbles in round patches of white, and 
the top of it fringed with a line of hissing foam. A lumber- 
ing coal-ship would have ridden over it without wetting her 
eye-holes, but this strange craft, with a snort, leapt into the 
very heart of it, tossing up a column of spray, while the divided 
sea swelled up to the gunwales and foamed along the side 
with ripping noise, and went aft in a swirl of eddying whirl- 
pools. 
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'Tell me/ said Webster, flicking the wet from his sou'- 
wester, ' what sort of a ship she is.' 

Frank, standing wide on the slippery deck, cast his eyes 
fore and aft with growing wonder at the long, narrow shape 
of her, at the inward slope of her heavy bulwarks, at the wide, 
short funnels and sharp bows. 

' I can't liken her to an3rthing but a wasp or a shark,' said 
he, ' there's such a vicious air about her.' 

'Ay, she carries a sting in her tail and a devilish set of 
teeth. She's ugly as a shark, and as narrow and vicious as a 
wasp. Well, what is she ?' 

' She's a deuced bad sea boat, anyhow,' said Frank, as the 
deck suddenly sloped away at a fearful angle. 'Is she a 
yacht ?' 

' You've hit it first shot. She's a yacht — that's what she is 
— a nice pleasure-boat for ladies and children, with engines 
strong enough to get twenty-seven knots out of her, and steel 
frame like a man-o'-war. What's that you're leaning against?' 

' A ship's boat, I suppose, covered with tarpaulin.' 

'Right again, sir; that's the yacht's dinghy, fitted with 
velvet cushions. Take a peep.' 

Frank looked under the tarpaulin, and saw the vast butt 
and machinery of a gun. 

'That's the yacht's popgun, a four-inch quick-firing toy,* 
and Webster's jolly face broke into a grin. 

' She's not a yacht, then ?' 

' Lord, how fresh you are ! She's no more a yacht than a 
bull-terrier is a pet pug — she's a torpedo-catcher. Do you 
mean to say you had no suspicion when that ironclad opened 
fire on us last night ?' 

'I knew there was something dark afoot. A torpedo- 
catcher ! Is this the Smft, the boat that was seized by the 
Customs authorities last week, on the suspicion that she had 
been bought for the rebel fleet at Rio de Janeiro ?' 

' The same, my boy ; and seeing that you took an active part 
in her escape, it wouldn't be safe for you to talk about this 
adventure. You've committed high treason, or some offence 
as bad, and would to a dead certainty be drawn and quartered.' 
Here Webster broke into another fit of laughter, ending up 
by smacking Frank on the back. ' You're in the same boat 
as we are, and if she doesn't drown you, or roll you overboard, 
or knock your braiRs out, you may live to be shot.' 
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' Many thanks/ said Franks with an answering smile. 'And 
what fate is reserved for you ?* 

'Oh, as for me, TU die of a falling 'chimney. You feel 
better now, don't you ?' 

* Thanks to your cheerful predictions.' 

' Then come and report yourself to our chief, and harkee, 
you'll be offered a billet as captain of the cook's galley. Take 
my advice, and accept it ; it's comforting, sustaining, and by 
far the safest place in the ship.' 

They went aft, now breasting the slanting deck as the bows 
dipped, now bending back to the answering lift, and came up 
to the bridge, where the Captain gave them a surly nod, and 
the lady flashed a smile on them. 

' The new hand, mam, come to report himself. I found him 
afloat in his cabin with a feeling that he was an empty nothing, 
but he is better now,' and Webster turned a perfectly grave 
face upon Hume, his voice expressing the deepest sympathy. 

' I am indebted to Mr. Webster for his kindness, but he is 
premature in classing me as a new hand.' 

' If you will come up here, Mr. ' 

' Hume,' said Frank briefly, filling up the pause. 

* Mr. Hume, you may talk with less discomfort.' 
Webster, with a whispered word to Frank to ' come off his 

stilts,' lurched to the chart-room, and Frank, with a feeling 
of resentment at the girl's cold speech, mounted the steps to 
the bridge, where he waited with what patience he could 
muster until she chose to take her gaze off the sea, which she 
did presently, turning her magnificent eyes, and letting them 
dwell on his face in a calm scrutiny. 

'Did Mr. Webster tell you,' she asked in slow, formal 
speech, ' that I had an offer to make }' 

' He did suggest that I might hope for a berth in the cook's 
galley.' 

She did not smile at this as a man would have done, but 
frowned slightly. ' I am — rather, the ship is — short-handed, 
and I wish you to take your turn in the officers' watch.' 

' But, Miss ' Here he paused with an inquiring look 

at her. 

' You can call me madam,' she said. 

He bowed, with a smile at her composure. ' I am obliged 
for your confidence in itie ; but I am not competent to fill a 
responsible place.' • 
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'You showed yourself last night equal to an emergency/ 
was the quick reply. 

'Anyone could have done as well. But^ madam^ even if 
I were competent, I am not sure I could give my services 
unless I were satisfied as to the nature of the enterprise upon 
which this warship is embarked.' 

She threw her head back with a haughty toss, and with a 
ring in her voice, replied : ' I am not at liberty to satisfy your 
curiosity.' 

' Pardon me/ he continued quietly, though his cheeks 
flushed, ' I do not wish to pry into your secrets, but it is im- 
possible for me to act in this matter blindfold, especially as I 
am not here of my own free will.* 

' Then you refuse to help me ?' 

'I would help you willingly,' he replied eagerly, 'if you 
tell me I can do so without hurt to my conscience or my 
country.' 

' I will give you no assurance whatever. Do you, or do you 
not, accept my offer ?' she said imperiously. 

' No, madam, I cannot.' 

'Then go back to your cabin; I will take the watch myself.' 
She turned away with an angry glow in her dark eyes, and he, 
after pausing awhile, slowly descended to the deck. 



CHAPTER V. 

DOWN THE CHANNEL. 

'Well, shipmate,' said Webster, coining out of the chart 
house, ' have you been promoted from the saloon to the bridge, 
passing over the cook on the way, just after the old style when 
a lord-in-waiting, who did not know a brig from a bumboat, 
was appointed admiral ? No apprenticeship, no navigation, no 
examination, but an order from the Commodore : " Mr. Hume, 
sir, please take the third watch." ' 

' No,' was the gloomy response ; ' I could not accept' 
' You swab ! You mean to tell me you've declined to help 
the Commodore Y 

' I presume you refer to the young lady ?' 

* Presume be , Have you no eyes, man, no gallantry ; 

can you stand by and see a girl like that eat her heart out 
with sorrow and anxiety? Not that I care a brass button 
whether you help or not, for double work doesn't hurt me ; 
but just think what she'll be like after a fortnight in this crazy 
roundabout.' 

' You forget I know nothing about the lady, nor this ship, 
nor its mission.' 

* And what's that got to do with your keeping an eye on 
the binnacle, or a cheerful face that will do something to keep 
her spirits up ? As for the matter of that, I know precious 
little about the object of this voyage, but it's enough for me 
to know that she wants my help, and that Captain Pardoe is 
in command.' 

/ It is not enough for me. My knowledge of Captain 
Pardoe does not inspire me >vith much confidence in his de- 
signs, and you forget the circumstances under which I was 
trapped.' 

' Well, well, you're just like the rest. YoU landsmen don't 
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mind what you do ashore, but no sooner do you come aboard 
than you're as nice with your conscience as a lady's-maid with 
her mistress's borrowed gown. I warrant you'd not trouble 
your head about the policy of a merchant's business if you 
entered his service, not though he was selling bad pork to 
sailors or robbing the widows.' 

' You're going rather wide of the mark, Mr. Webster,* said 
Frank sternly. 

' There, now, you've taken offence, and that's what makes 
me sad to think of you tossing like a log in your cabin — ^like 
that cold-blooded creature of a Commins who's drinking 
champagne in his bunk, the swab.' 

' Mr. Webster !' hailed the Captain. 

' Yes, sir !' 

* Take the remainder of my watch, please, and keep a sharp 
look-out on the starboard quarter.' 

Webster swung quickly to the bridge, where he touched his 
hat to the lady, and then braced himself fast to sweep the 
channel with the glass. 

Captain Pardoe came down slowly, and reeled a little on the 
deck, as though he had taken too much grog, thought Frank, 
as he caught him by the arm. 

^Thtink 'ee,' said he. ' I've not Quitted the bridge before since 
we left the Pool, and my legs are rather stiff.' 

He staggered on to the small gangway and descended, 
leaving Frank to his own reflections, which were not very 
pleasant. If a man so tough and strong, and inured to hard- 
ship, as Captain Pardoe evidently was, felt the strain of the 
long watch on board, it was clearly beyond the power of a girl 
to undertake any part of work so trying. 

She was still standing on the bridge, her face wet with the 
driving spray, and a tense look about the mouth which told of 
nerves high-strung. She was looking fixedly before her, and 
did not, as she had on her first coming on deck, bend her head 
to the flying spume in playful defiance. As he watched her, 
hesitating between his wish to help and his stubborn regard 
for his own rights, he saw her lips tremble, and that settled 
the matter. 

' Madam,' he said, reaching her side in a moment, ' I am 
ready to help.' 

She withdrew her face from the sea, and he saw that her 
thoughts had been far from him or the ship, and in some 
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confusion he repeated his words. A faint flush came to her 
cheek, aiKT a brighter look in her eye. 

' Fm so glad/ she whispered, and Frank, feeling something 
coquettish in this, flushed himself. With the faintest smile, 
she continued : ' I come of a superstitious race, and your 
refusal, so brusquely given, too, had shaken my faith in my 
own power, and what is of more importance, in the success of 
my undertaking. I was reading *' fiEulure " out there in the 

tumbling Waters But now you have reassured me. That 

is why I am glad.' 

He flushed more deeply yet to think how easily she read 
his thoughts. 

* You must forgive me,' he said, with a frank smile, * but I 
only wanted an excuse to satisfy my reasonable suspicions.' 

' And you have found it ?' she said, with an answering 
smile. 

' Yes ; I think I have.' 

'Then you do not think that I am likely to menace the 
security of England with this craft ?' 

' I am in ignorance of your intentions still, but I am willing 
to believe that you are bent upon no desperate or unjust enter- 
prise.' 

'Desperate it may prove,' she said proudly, 'but unjust it 
is not. No, no, beUeve me, sir, if there is any cause which 
would claim the S3rmpathy of a brave man it is this upon which 
I am set' 

She rested her fingers on his arm, and looked at him 
earnestly with eyes dewed with unshed tears. 

What emotion could it be, he thought, so powerful as to 
move one by nature so proud and self-reliant ? He felt that 
further suspicion on his part would be contemptible. 

' I am no seaman, madam,' he said, ' but I may be of some 
service.' 

' Mr. Webster, will you tell Mr. Hume in what way he may 
best assist us ?' 

' Aye, aye, madam.' 

'Then I leave the ship in your hands, gentlemen, until 
Captain Pardoe has rasted.' She bowed her head and left the 
bridge. '' ^ 

'So, after all, you've taken ujn^^arms against your lawful 
sovereign, and all for the smile of ft woman, with not so 
much to show as the Queen's shilling. Shake, my son !' 



DOWN THE CHANNEL 31 

^ Don't talk rot^ and tell me what Fm to do.' 
. ' Is that the way to address your superior oiflficer ? Harkee^ 
sir^ for less than that I've clapped a man in irons. But I 
forgive you. Put your eye to the business end of this glass 
and tell me what craft is steaming up on the weather bows. 
My eyes are dim for the want of sleep.' 

What with the swing and plunging of the ' catcher/ it was 
some time before Frank could get the object within view^ and 
when he did it was but a fleeting glimpse he had. 

' It's a Cape mail-boat^' he said ; * I can make that out from 
her red funnels and gray hull.' 

' Good. Now^ would you know a warship if she showed at 
that distance ?' 

' Possibly, from her unusual breadth of beam — not to speak 
of her guns.' 

' Well, my lad, keep a keen look-out, for there'll be a look- 
out kept for us off the Isle of Wight, and be most particular 
in noting small craft. Set a thief to catch a thief, and as 
likely as not they'll send a '^ catcher " out from Portsmouth, 
and a cruiser from Plymouth. If you see anjiihing strange in 
the movements of a steamer, blow down this pipe, and I'll be 
up in a brace of shakes. I must have a wink before to-night;' 
and Webster, fetching a terrific yawn, went off down below. 

Hume was left alone on the bridge, and, as far as he could 
see, there were only two other men on deck — the steersman 
inside the wheelhouse, and a seaman in a look-out shelter 
forward. It was a strange turn of the wheel which had placed 
him there in temporary charge of a torpedo-catcher, bound on 
he knew not what mad mission, and he shook his head once 
or twice in grave doubts of his own action, and of the conduct 
of those who so lightly trusted him — conduct which seemed 
to him to smack of the reckless. However, he entered upon 
his task without further thought of the consequences, letting 
his eyes sweep from right to left over the gray waters, and lin- 
gering here and there on a sail or a streamer of smoke. At first 
he eyed every ship with suspicion and fidgeted when a fishing 
lugger drove by before the wind, the crew peering under the 
boom at the long, low, swift craft ; but after a time he reasoned 
he need fear no craft which s^td on a parallel course up or 
down channel, and looked cmTonly for sign of a ship making 
across. The sun moiurted nigher in the heavens, the wind 
fell away, and the Swift grew gradually steadier, and he could 
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walk up and down the bridge without having to hold on at 
each step. 

Close on noon Captain Pardoe came up to take a ' sight,' 
retiring to the chari;-house to work out his bearings. The 
man at the wheel was relieved, and Mr. Webster reappeared, 
looking as jolly as before, with a merry twinkle in his 
eye. 

' An3rthing in view, Mr. Hume ?* 

' Nothing but a couple of sailers and an ocean tramp, as I 
judge that steamer to be.' 

Webster took a look round to satisfy himself. 

'Now,' he said, 'you go below for a snack and a snooze. 
You'll find some tack on the table. Tumble into my cabin, as 
yours is too wet' 

Frank, nothing loath, went down, and was soon in a sound 
sleep, out of which he was aroused well on in the afternoon 
by a rough shaking, to find Webster bending over him with a 
sparkle in his eyes. 

' There's some fun afoot, my lad, with the prospect of sudden 
death and damp burial, so hurry up,' and the breezy first officer 
went like a tornado down the narrow alley. 

Frank was quickly on deck, and found Webster talking to 
the look-out man, while Captain Pardoe and Miss Laura were 
on the bridge anxiously watching some object on the starboard 
bows. Looking in that direction, he could see nothing but a 
heavy streamer of smoke tailing away to the north, plainly 
showing that the steamer was on a course that would intercept 
the 'destroyer.' Mounting to the bridge, he sighted the double 
funnels and heavy top hamper of a large vessel with the un- 
mistakable cut of an ironclad. 

' What do you make her ?' said the Captain gloomily, more 
to break the silence than to ask for information. 

Frank took the proffered glass, and bringing it to bear, it 
revealed two barbette towers, with long guns projecting, sharp 
bows heavily scrolled with gilt,' and a mass of tumbled waters 
pouring before her rush. 

' She is coming along at a tremendous pace, Captain.' 

'Ay, eighteen knots, and she'll be across our bows in a 
quarter of an hour, if she doesn't ram us to gain a little 
experience.' 

' I am sure she cannot be in pursuit of us,' said Miss Laura, 
stamping her foot. 'How could she hit off our position -so 
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exactly, when we have made little smoke and stood well away 
from the English coast ? She may be a French cruiser.' 

The Captain shook his head. 

' They'd log our course as soon as they received all parti- 
culars by wire, and from the crow's-nest on the masts they'd 
see us sooner than we could find them.' 

' Well, then, we must run away ; and if she is only doing 
eighteen knots we should have no difficulty in escaping.' 

' True, ma'am, if it was a stem chase ; but she'll have us 
right under her bows.' 

' And what will you do if she orders us to stop ?' and the 
young lady fixed a burning glance upon the dark and troubled 
face of the Captain. 

* I'll take my orders from you. Miss Laura,' he said gravely ; 
' even though she turns her big guns on us.' 

' Well, then, signal to the engineer to cram on all steam. 
We won't get under her guns, at any rate.' 

The Captain smiled, then touched the bell, and the sharp 
summons below was answered by prompt stoking. 

Frank stood back, an amazed and silent witness of this scene 
on the little bridge. It seemed a thing incredible and unreal 
that a girl should have control in a matter fraught with such 
a responsibility and such peril. He glanced keenly at the 
Captain to see whether or no he were humouring the young 
lady ; but there was no sign in that dark and gloomy face 
except an air of grim resignation, while, though Miss Laura 
showed, in the imperious lift of her head and in her flashing 
eyes, visible tokens of intense feeling, she gave no trace of a 
mind unhinged. 

' Heave the log, Mr. Webster.' 

Webster's voice rang out cheerily ; and soon the long line 
was paying out in the foaming track. A bare-legged and 
brawny-armed tar, taking the line over his shoulder, staggered 
forward with it when its swift race had been checked by the 
minute hand, and Webster himself put his weight into the 
work, seeing which, Frank went down to help, for it's no child's 
play towing in the line from the grasp of the rushing waters. 

' Twenty-three, sir,' sang out Webster ; * and no bad speed, 
too, in the open,' he added to Frank. 

In a few minutes the space between the two ships had 
greatly lessened, and the name of the cruiser could be picked 
out on her bows. 

3 
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' Do you see that. Miss Laura? there's no doubt she's after us.' 
' I see no change in her. Captain.' 

' She has shifted her course in answer to our increased speed, 
and instead of being stem on, you can now see ahnost the 
length of her broadside.' 

' She's got her bow chaser cleared, sir,' said Webster, in a 
tone of pleasurable excitement. 

A grand and formidable object the warship appeared now, 
sending before her terrible bows a white avalanche of water, 
her white decks lined with men, and the dark muzzles of her 
guns threatening destruction. And no less deadly in aspect, 
though on a lesser scale, was the low and swifter craft sullenly 
plunging on like some stealthy panther retreating, snarling 
and half reluctant, before the advance of a royal tiger. 

' It is strange she does not signal,' muttered the Captain, 
' unless she means to speak us.' 

The cruiser was so near now that every man on board the 
port side could be distinctly seen, and it was clear that where 
the two lines met the ships would be within less than a cable's 
length. 

' She made another point to starboard,' said Webster. ' If 
she doesn't give way she'll be on top of us.' 

' She won't give way an inch,' said the Captain bitterly ; 
' and she's in her rights as a Queen's ship. Stand by, below !' 
he shouted. 

The two ships tore along, the cruiser terrible and silent, 
except for the foaming of the waves, and every soul on the 
smaller vessel held his breath. 

* Reverse the starboard screw !' shouted Captain Pardoe ; 
' bring her round two points on the starboard !' 

The long craft trembled as the one screw revolved in 
opposition to the other, then she bore away and darted under 
the stem of the great ship, heeling over from the waves that 
swelled up in the wake. 

The cruiser came round with a stately sweep, bringing up on 
the port side on a parallel course ; and they all waited for the 
summons from the conmiander. It came, ringing, sharp and 
peremptory: 

' Lay to, there !' 

Miss Laura looked at Captain Pardoe, with her hand to her 
heart, and he signalled to the engineer for more speed. The 
little vessel darted forward, her stem settling down like the 
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tail of a duck taking to flighty a huge wave rising up right 
above the rails. 

The cruiser sank astern ; but from her bows there leapt a 
great ball of smoke^ followed by a deafening report 

'We know what that means/ said Webster, with a sm'ile^ 
' and she'll play skittles with us presently.' 

But the cruiser held on without further notice, sinking 
further astern with each minute. 

The distance between widened to a mile, and still she gave 
no other sign, and those on the bridge looked at each other in 
wonder. 

' You see. Captain,' said Miss Laura, betwixt a sob and a 
laugh, * I was right. She did not know us, and we are safe.' 

' Steamers ahead !' came the hoarse cry from the look-out, 
like a croak of ill-omen. 

Glasses were quickly raised for a long scrutiny of two small 
steamers low down in the water. 

' Well ?' said the Captain, with a look at Webster. 

' Pilot boats mayhap,' said that officer, with a queer grimace 
and a swift glance at the young lady, whose face had paled 
again to the lips at this new anxiety. 

' Oh, are they?' she asked, with a troubled look at the Captain. 

' No, Miss Laura,' he said sadly ; ' they're torpedo boats. 
That's why the cruiser let us slip. They mean to take this 
boat without injury to her or us, and they've got us in a trap.' 



CHAPTER VI. 

A NARROW ESCAPE. 

Torpedo boats ! Two insignificant smudges of black, lifting 
and bowing like a couple of dingy sea-birds in a waste of 
waters, wretched little things that could be stowed away on 
the promenade deck of a mail steamer, and yet the appearance 
of one of them among a fleet of heavy ironclads would create 
as much consternation as a gadfly among a mob of cattle. 

On came these mosquitoes of the navy, with nothing to 
distinguish one from the other but a white number on the 
black funnel, and the honest merchant seamen on the bridge 
of the Swift almost shuddered at the sight, recognising in 
them the incarnation of stealth and mischief. The torpedo- 
catcher, however, abated nothing of her speed. Was she not, 
after all, built to destroy these venomous midgets of the ocean? 
They were her game, and a brawny-armed seaman growled 
out his opinion of the relative fighting values of the crafts. 

* Sink the little brutes,' he said, shooting a squirt of tobacco 
juice ; ' run over 'em, blow 'em up, send them to ' 

His deep voice swelled from a murmur to a shout, and a 
melancholy seaman at the wheel nodded his head vigorously 
in hearty approval. 

The first officer winked at Frank and pushed his big oilskin 
cap over his head. 

'What an almighty smash there would be if the Captain 
gave the word. We'd sink the torpedo boats and the cruiser 
would sink us.' 

Frank began tugging at his small moustache as the un- 
reasoning fighting impulse seized hold of him. He forgot 
that his own countrymen were the objects of his increasing 
animosity. Underneath his feet he felt the quiver of the deck 
as the long vessel darted along, and the speed affected him 
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with the same exaltation that boils through the blood of a 
cavalry-man when his horse has got into the desperate swing 
of the charge. 

' Clear the gun for action,' shouted the Captain ; and 
Webster, at the order, sprang over the bridge to the deck. 
Four men were at his side, the tarpaulin flew off, and the long 
black gun emerged. 

FranJ^ drew closer to the young lady. ' Won't you come 
below?' he said. 

She did not hear, and he touched her with his hand. 

She turned her eyes on him, magnificent and wild. 

* Had you not better come below ?* 

She shook off his hand with an impatient gesture. 

The long gun was already charged, and Webster stood by 
whistling, his hand ready to touch her off. 

' Send the shot over that boat on the port side. Make it a 
close call, and she'll shear off.' 

Webster climbed up on the butt of his gun, took a long 
glance over the gray waters at the black funnel that alone 
showed, and without troubling himself about the reckonings 
for range finding, ventured an opinion : 

' Is she a mile }* 

'About that, sir,' growled the big Quartermaster, Black 
Henderson. 

Webster jumped down, and, with a smile on his face, fired 
the gun. 

There was a deafening report, which shivered the glass in 
the chart-room, and when they drove through the smoke, and 
steadied themselves after the shock, they caught faintly the 
scream of the shell, and saw it stream high, above the black 
boat. 

' That'll scare the life out of them,' growled a sailor, with a 
chuckle. 

He forgot that there were men after his own metal on board, 
and the little boat paid not the least attention to the warning. 

A little patch of red instead streamed out from her bare 
pole of a mast, the meteor flag of Old England, which no 
British seaman can see without a glow of pride, and a look of 
consternation came into their faces. 

They had forgotten about the cruiser steaming in their 
wake, showing nothing now but its white fighting deck, sur- 
mounted by two huge funnels ; but she kept a watchful eye 
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on the swift catcher^ and at the audadous act of hostility had 
bristled with anger. Two small bow-chasers projecting from 
the bulge in her bows spoke together, and a sharp reminder 
in the shape of a nine-pounder went screaming over the low 
craft, to plunge in the sea a cable's length ahead, while the 
second, in a sort of devil's * duck-and-drake ' hops, sped away. 

Captain Pardoe turned swiftly, and shook his fist at the 
cruiser. 

Miss Laura had ducked her head at the vicious scream of 
one shot, and started aside at the angry splash and wild screech 
of the other, then stood trembling ftom head to foot while she 
bit her lip in vexation at her weakness. 

Captain Pardoe noted her emotion, and swallowing hi$ own 
rage, said gruffly : 

' Shall we give in, mam ?' 

' No,' she said ; ' take no notice of me, please. Keep right 
on. Captain. Even if we are hit, our machinery may escape 
injury. You know what there is at stake, and if — if I am — if 
an3rthing happens to me, promise me you will do your best.' 

For answer Captain Pardoe took her hand, and raised it to 
his lips. 

'Now,' said he gruffly, 'you must go below.' 

' I cannot ; you must not ask me ; you are endangering your 
lives for me, and I must be with you.' 

' Mr. Hume, please take this lady to the saloon ; and hark 
you, sir,' he added in a whisper, ' lock her in.' 

Frank looked at the young lady in dismay, and she, betwixt 
surprise at the order and indignation at the intended afiront, 
stood silent. . 

* Do you hear me, sir ?' 

There was a dull report from the stem, and again there 
came that nerve-shaking scream. 

Frank seized the lady ih his arms, lifted her up, and 
staggered towards the steps. 

' Put me down,' she gasped. 

At the steps he put her down, and, with tears of mortifica- 
tion in her eyes, she soundly boxed his ears, then went down 
the steps to the deck, and into the saloon, while he stood with 
a curious feeling that what he had done bound her to him. 

* What's the matter with your cheek }* said Webster, coming 
up ; ' seems to be redder on one side than the other. There, 
now, don't get angry. Lord love you, I'd sooner face that 
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cruiser than attempt to carry the Commodore ; but I thank you 
for it, my son. The sight of her up here put my heart in my 
mouth. Are you going to run 'em down, sir, or blow 'em up?' 

The Captain had his glass to his eye again, and held it there 
for some time, slowly sweeping the sea. 

' Neither, Mr. Webster,' he said finally, with a sigh of satis- 
faction, ' I am going to steam at half-speed.' 

He signalled to the engine-room. 

'Hoist the distress signal, Mr. Webster, that'll serve the 
purpose.' 

* Do I understand. Captain Pardoe, that you intend to give 
this vessel up ?' 

' Understand what you like, my lad, but do what I order.' 
The ship had got a tremendous way on, but she perceptibly 

slackened speed, and the sailors, noticing this, got together in 

a group, directing surly glances at the bridge. 
Webster folded his arms, and faced the Captain. 

* Do you mean to surrender this ship. Captain Pardoe ?' 
' And if I do so intend, what then ?' 

' Why, then, I'll take command.' 

' The devil !' said the Captain, making a step forward, grasp- 
ing his long glass as a cudgel. A moment they faced each 
other ; then a grim smile hovered about the Captain's thin lips. 
' You're a queer fellow, Jim, and a mutinous one ; and I don't 
know why I should waste words over you. Take this glass 
and look over that boat on the starboard.' 

Webster, with a keen glance at his captain, did as he was 
told. 

* Well, what do you see ?' 

' I see a mast with cross-trees.' 

' Can you see the hull or riggiag below the yards ?' 

* No, sir, there's a layer of fog.* 

* Ah, now, bend the flag on.' 

Webster took another look at the Captain, then bent the 
Union Jack reversed to the peak. 

They looked at the cruiser, and she at once signalled the 
torpedo boats, which simultaneously turned almost in their 
own lengths, and one on each bow, steamed a quarter of a 
mile in advance. 

The cruiser came on hand over hand, and Captain Pardoe's 
glance turned repeatedly from her to the gray belt ahead. 

He touched the bell, and the catcher responded with 
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slightly increased speedy which soon brought her within hail 
of the torpedo boats. 

An officer on the port boat, clad firom head to foot in oils, 
all glistening with wet, leant over the bridge, and through 
his hollowed hands called, ' Slacken speed, sir T 

' All right ; what's the fuss about ?' 

' Slacken speed !' 

'So I am.' 

There came a hail firom the starboard boat. 

' Make away. No. 4 ; the cruiser will settle this matter.' 

The cruiser was signalling again, and the torpedo boats 
began to shear off. 

Captain Pardoe measured the distance to the fog, and 
called on the engineer for full speed ; and before the torpedo 
boats had got well out of reach of the cruiser's guns, had she 
then opened fire, the Swift darted by them. When she was 
out of the range of their torpedoes, had they resolved to fire, 
he gave one of them his wash, placing it between him and the 
cruiser, and thus attaining his object, which was to stop the 
cruiser's fire until he could make a dash for the shelter of the 
fog. 

This feat was greeted with a ringing shout from the crew, 
and the men shot admiring glances at the Captain. 



CHAPTER VII. 

OBJECT OF THE VOYAGE. 

Into the welcome security of the fog they plunged^ and 
dashed on impetuously^ regardless of danger to themselves or 
other ships from collision^ and heedless of the rules about half- 
speed. 

' Now is our chance !' growled the Captain^ ' and we'll not 
lose it. If the fog's only deep enough the cruiser will not see 
us again this side the Atlantic' 

The fog closed round in damp clinging wraiths^ affecting 
everyone not only with an acute feeling of discomfort, but with 
a sense of impending misfortune. The sea, visible only for a 
few yards, came with a heave out of the white bank and went 
by into mysterious obscurity with a subdued swish, while the 
ship went on wailing hoarsely. Those on deck thrust their 
hands deep into their pockets, hunched their shoulders, and 
stared with white faces at the drifting mists and the beads of 
wet on the ropes. Between the hoarse, choking cries of the 
foghorn there was a heavy silence, in which the ear was 
strained to detect some sound of life beyond the impenetrable 
cloak, and the silence was unbroken by any word or motion, 
for each man stood where he was when the ship dashed into 
this mantle of death — an obscurity that is worse than the 
blackest of southern midnights, and is more dreaded by the 
mariner than the sound of breakers on a lee shore. A seagull 
appearing out of nowhere, swooped upon the ship with a 
startling cry, and disappeared like a wraith of fog more solid 
than the other gliding and twisting coils of mist. And the 
steamer plunged on, wailing and roaring in an ecstasy of 
mingled fear and rage as though it also felt the depressing in- 
fluence. Each one was impressed with an actual sense of in- 
security In the headlong speed of the craft; the vibration from 
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the stroke of the engines appeared too great for the stability 
of the frame ; the dip and roll seemed to be at a perilous angle, 
and dark forms shaped themselves ahead, threatening the 
horrors of a collision. These, it is true, melted away, being 
but darker masses of fog, charged, probably, with imprisoned 
volumes of smoke from another steamer ; but the presence of 
this smoke, judged soon for what it was by its acrid smell, dis- 
closed the inuninence of the very danger they had anticipated. 
At any moment there might loom out of the mist a solid mass 
in place of these darker patches, and at the speed they were 
going nothing could prevent the shock and dread disaster of 
a collision. 

' Keep a good look-out forward, Mr. Webster,' sang out the 
Captain, in tones that were muffled as though he were calling 
from a well. 

' We are doing that, sir,' said Webster, who had gone for- 
ward as soon as the fog bank was entered ; * but the spray is 
blinding.' 

The Captain growled under his breath, poked his nose 
against the binnacle, and then glanced into the driving mist 
overhead. 

' It's Hghtening above, Mr. Hume, eh ?' 

'Yes, sir; but there appears to be a strong streamer of 
smoke on the port side.' 

' Ay, I noticed it before ; but it certainly is thicker. I'll 
give 'em a call.' 

The steamer's siren sent forth a rending cry from its brazen 
throat. 

Almost immediately there came a response — a wild, hoarse 
roar terminating in a frantic screech. 

' Where away, Mr. Webster ?* 

' Port, sir.' 

' Starboard, sir.* 

* Dead ahead !' were the conflicting cries. 

The siren flung another wild cry into the wet gloom — a cry 
that was at once imploring, menacing, and complaining. 

It was answered again by a roar as of a great sea beast in 
fear of pain. 

Then followed a deep silence, while every man strained his 
eyes. 

At the same instant they saw her, a great mass looming out 
suddenly j ust ahead. 
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* Starboard !' shouted the Captain, in a voice of thunder. 
The Swift leant over as she answered to her helm. There 

was a noise of shouting from the towering decks of the strange 
steamer, a feeling of impending doom, as her iron side rolled 
over towards the low craft, but next instant she was swallowed 
up in the gloom astern. 

The Captain drew a long breath, and the men turned and 
looked at each other in silence, their faces still white and fixed. 

' That was a close shave, Mr. Hume ?* 

' Yes, sir,' said Frank, wiping his forehead ; ' I'd rather be 
in daylight with the cruiser opening fire than pass through 
such a moment again.' 

* Aye, my lad, it was touch and go, and by the mercy of a 
good seaman at the wheel we didn't touch.' 

Webster came with a swing up the steps, and clapped Frank 
on the back. 

' I told you she'd drown you before you'd have done with 
her.' 

'Well, I'm not drowned yet' 

' No ; but, by gum, you were near it ! Did you see the 
cook's face at the gangway when we rushed by? Lord, I 
nearly died with laughter at his sudden gasp, and I shouldn't 
wonder but he's got his mouth open yet. By the way, the 
Commodore's down at the cuddy door, and by the same token 
she's got her mouth open in surprise. Why not go down and 
tell her the news V 

Frank accepted the hint, and very soon was beside a tall 
figure, dimly seen in the shadow of the door ; but, having got 
so far, he was at a loss to proceed. It was a stilted form of 
address to call her * madam ;' * Miss Laura ' was at once too 
familiar, and smacked of servility. Why had they not told 
him her name and have done with it ; why, in fact, could she 
not tell it him herself? Having now mastered his first bojdsh 
fears and awe of her beauty, and warmly conscious that he 
stood on a different footing to her since he had boldly lifted 
her in his arms, he determined to brush away the mystery 
which hedged her in. 

' I beg your pardon,' he said, ' but I hope you will forgive 
me for obeying the Captain's orders just now.' 

' Ah ! is that you, Mr. Hume ? Can you tell me how we are 
getting on, since I am not able to judge for myself?' She 
spoke gently, and he caught the gleam of a smile. 
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* You must admit that, though the Captain was somewhat 
peremptory, the necessity was urgent.' 

' And you must admit, Mr. Hume, that he was obeyed with 
singular promptitude, which told of distinct pleasure on your 
part at the prospect of relieving the bridge of my presence. 
But still, you have not told me of our position.' 

'We are well away from the cruiser, and when we have 
pierced this bank of fog, which we may do soon, as it is grow- 
ing Hghter, we should be free from dajiger of pursuit. Pray, 
however, do not think that we wished to keep the bridge to 
ourselves, and if I was presumptuous to act promptly, it was 
because I was anxious for your safety. You have not said 
whether you forgive me ?' 

' Is my safety, then, of any interest to you ?' she said, turn- 
ing her eyes upon him, and laying a hand upon his arm with 
the look and action of a bom coquette. 

* Not with me only,' he said earnestly, * but, if a new ship- 
mate may say so, with every member of the crew. Mr. 
Webster told me his heart was in his mouth when he saw you 
in danger.' 

' He is a brave fellow,' she said softly, ' and modest with it 
all — a man who would give his Hfe with a smile for anyone he 
liked. It sometimes distresses me to think that I should have 
led him and the others upon this venture, dangerous as it 
must be.' 

' Will you share in the danger ?' 

' Assuredly. This boat is mine. I had bought it when it 
was seized by the Customs. The enterprise is of my planning, 
and what danger there is will be shared by me.' She lifted 
her head as she spoke. 

* Why should you venture upon anything that brings danger 
to yourself? Surely you have friends, relatives, who would 
have acted for you ?* 

She stood silent for some time, and looked at him curiously 
for his boldness. 

' I have only one relative, Mr. Hume, and he is my father, 
a prisoner in the hands of Balmaceda. It is to rescue him 
that I have risked the passage of the Thames, and if I cannot 
save his life I will die with him.' There was subdued passion 
in her voice, and her hands were clenched. 

* Your father a prisoner in Brazil ! How can they imprison 
an Englishman Y 
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'He is no Englishman. My father is Manuel da Gama 
Lobo de Anstrade^ Colonel in the Army^ and member of a 
noble Spanish family^ treacherously seized by that ruffian 
President/ 

' But you — surely you are of English descent ?' 

'My mother was English, Mr. Hume, and I have been 
educated in England.' She paused for some moments, then 
continued quickly : ' I have told you more than is known by 
any on board, except Mr. Commins and Captain Pardoe. But 
I am seldom misled, and I am sure you will respect my con- 
fidence.' 

* I will. Miss de Anstrade.' 

'You must not mention my name. If you knew the 
Brazilians you would understand. Were this ship to fall into 
the hands of the President's party, and my name were dis- 
covered, there would be little mercv shown. Ah ! what 
fiendish punishment they can devise ! Luiz, my brother, they 
made him walk blindfolded over the precipice at Garanagua.' 

She spoke scarcely above a whisper, but with an intentness 
that thrilled her listener, and her eyes were fixed before her, 
wide open and gleaming. He had seen that look before, as 
she stood on the bridge gazing into the tossing seas ahead, 
and yet seeing nothing. Now he knew that a terrible picture 
was before her eyes. 

Instinctively he took her hand. 

'I am grieved I should have awakened these memories,' 
he said gently. 

' You have not awakened them, my friend ; they are burnt 
in.' 

He stood there in silence, holding her hand, which was like 
a lump of ice in his warm grasp, and ^wdiich she allowed to 
remain there, unconscious of his touch. He could mark the 
hollow under her eyes, the lines of pain between her dark 
brows, and he sighed. 

She sighed too; her mind came back from its troubled 
wanderings in the far Brazil, and she looked down at her 
hand, drawing it away, and regarding him with haughty dis- 
favour. 

' I am sorry,' he said. 

' You are strangely daring, Mr. Hume.' 

' My thought was to show my sympathy, and I could not 
find words.' 
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' It is true. You English are slow of speech, but quick to 
act That is why, in this matter, I am trusting to my mother s 
countrymen.' 

' Will you trust me also, my Captain V 

' You ! But we are to land you at Madeira.' 

* I am in your service already for a time ; will you not 
engage me permanently f 

' But you do not understand. We cannot hope to escape 
the Brazilian warships without a fight, and they are but the 
first of the dangers to be met and overcome.' 

* And yet you will face those dangers Y 

* For my father's freedom !' 

' But Mr. Webster, Captain Pardoe, these sailors, what of 
them?' 

' They are men accustomed to danger ; they know the risks 
they run, and are satisfied with their reward.' 

He flushed at this plain speech, but continued : 

' And yet a few hours ago you urged me to help you ?' 

' And you at first declined ?' 

' I knew nothing then ; but now you have taken me into 
your confidence, and I would be a poor thing, indeed, if I were 
to step ashore at the first opportunity. I may not be able to 
do much, but ' 

' You will see I do not run into needless danger — ^is that 
it, Mr. Hume Y she said, with a smile. * I accept your 
services, sir,' she added slowly ; * but I do so with a sadness at 
my heart that warns me of impending trouble. I hope it 
bodes no ill to you. My mind is fixed upon this enterprise ; 
but, oh ! often in the night my heart is heavy with forebodings, 
so that I could abandon myself to the relief of womanly tears, 
if I only dared. It is not an easy task, this,' she went on, 
with a tremble in her voice, * for a girl to be alone among 
strange men ; but my father, pale and stem, beckons me on, 
and my brother— oh, my brother !* 

Her voice gave way, and she put her hand to her eyes ; then, 
as he stood by pale, distressed, with an oppression in his throat, 
she thrust her hand forth with a wild gesture, and swept by 
him to the bridge. Frank stood awhile, then went slowly 
forward. ^ 

When, with a start, he came out of his reverie, it was to 
find the ship free of the fog, and dashing along in the gray 
of the evening towards the golden glory of an exquisite sun- 
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set. The sea stretched away to where glowed a rim of molten 
gold upon the horizon; and from this glowing band there 
shot streaks of fire into the sky^ and rippling bars of silver 
on the waters, while the deepening dusk turned the blue of 
the ocean to a wonderful hue, shading from gray to deep 
black. 



'^ 



CHAPTER VIII. 



LIEUTENANT OOBO. 

On the afternoon of the fourth day^ with lockers ahnost 
exhausted of coal^ they sighted the outposts of Madeira — 
jagged rocks^ with the clearest of outlines — and made for 
Funchal with some apprehension as to their reception from 
the Portuguese. 

They had not passed scathless through the Bay. The 
funnels were coated with salt, the mark of a curling sea which 
had swept over the bows, and the starboard boat-was missing. 
The deck was soaked, and grimy from coal-grit/ ^hile all on 
board looked worn and unwashed, as though they had been 
without sleep, and, indeed, they had passed through a weary- 
ing time, tossed about like corks, compelled to hold on at 
every step, and drenched with spray. But though the catcher 
had plunged and rolled in a manner that tried the nerves of the 
oldest seaman, she had gone safely through those huge»rollers, 
and they had learnt to trust in her. What they wanted now was 
her full capacity of coal, with some tons over for storage on 
the deck, to enable her to make the long passage to Rio, if 
possible. The question was. Had the Portuguese been warned 
by the Brazilian Consul in London, and would they give them 
coal? 

Very soon she was steering a course parallel to the vast slope 
of the Island, ploughing through waters of deepest violet. 
Innumerable little white houses dotted that seemingly in- 
hospitable slope of coloured sandstone, . many as the white 
crests of the waves, and each one of them when viewed 
through a glass was seen to be embedded in a wealth of -vege- 
tation. So steep was the slope, and so limited each settle- 
ment, that every bit of land was terraced, so that not one 
spadeful of the precious soil should escape. From where, at 
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the foot^ the slope terminated in a precipitous descent to the 
foaming wave> these terraces ascended like irregular steps far 
up to the heights. And there lived a frugal people^ with 
that brilliant sea below them^ and the blue^ unclouded sky 
above, with the air tempered by the mists on the mountain 
ridge above to the most balmy softness, and with a soil, once 
saved and scraped together, that grew all they needed with- 
out much toil. Theirs is the life of repose, with grapes and 
bananas for their principal food, varied with onions and fish, 
and washed down with the wine of that iron soil. 

A slothful people, perhaps, but they have discovered the 
secret of living on the soil and out of the soil, developing the 
idle ruminating pleasures of sleek cattle ; happy in their little 
houses, their tiny plots of fruitful ground ; rich in their climate, 
and most fortunate in their situation. What to them the aspi- 
rations of the struggling hordes of Europe, the agonized cry 
of the hopeless poor of more powerful countries, the ambitions 
and the social schemes of the proud Northerners, but the 
echoes of a stormy life ? 

The Swift rounded into Funchal Bay, and anchored in the 
calm waters, under the guns of a picturesque fort covered with 
green. The fires were raked out, and the long craft, weather- 
beaten and streaked with rust stains, was at rest — an object, 
however, of suspicion to the peaceful merchant^ships. A tug 
from the shore shot out, encircled the catcher, and returned 
in haste. 

' That doesn't look friendly,' said Lieutenant Webster. 

' They've had notice to look out for us,' was the Captain's 
conmient. ' It's what I feared ; but so long as they give us 
coal they may do what they like.' 

' There's a boat putting ofi", sir — probably to warn us off.' 

' Well, we can't go without coal, and if they won't give it 
we'll take it.' 

' Yes,' said Webster, looking reflectively at the fort. 

The boat approached within a ship's length, and a fat man 
in uniform, who held the tiller, took a long look at the Swift, 
then made a signalj, and was rowed back again. 

The fat man was met by a number of men in uniform, and 
after much gesticulation the whole party entered a larger boat, 
flying the Portuguese flag at the peak and stem, and with an 
awning aft 

This time they came alongside, mounted the steps, and stood 

4 
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twirling their black moustaches^ while their dark eyes roamed 
over the long deck. 

' Have I the pleasure of speaking to the Captain ?' said the 
stout man, looking at a group of three. 

' I am the Captain.' 

' Ah ! receive my respects. And the name of the ship ?* 

' The Swift — steam yacht.' 

' True, she has the appearance of a pleasure-boat. You in- 
tend, perhaps, to remain here? The Island of Madeira is very 
lovely.' 

' Yes,' said the Captain ; ' but not at present.' 

' You will be going on to TeneriflPe ?' 

' Doubtless ; but we require coal. You have a good supply?' 

' Why not ? But this small yacht would not require much 
for a cruise to the Canaries.' 

' About eight hundred tons, sir, is all we require.' 

'Eight hundred tons, sir? Very good. With that you 
could reach America, possibly Brazil. Is it not so ?' 

Captain Pardoe bit his lip, while the stout man turned with 
a smile and a shrug to his companions, one of whom strolled 
leisurely forward. I 

' Perhaps eight hundred tons is more than I require, espe- 
cially as I could get more on my return,' said the Captain 
quietly. 

' I understand, sir ; but that's a matter of business arrange- 
ment with a coal-merchant You have left England recently?' 

' Four days since.' 

' Four days — carambo — a quick passage ! Then, sir, per- 
haps you can inform me of the progress of the revolution in 
Brazil. Have the rebels been beaten ?* 

' I am afraid I can give you no information about Brazil.' 

'And you have not heard of the escape of a torpedo- 
catcher from the Thames, bound for Rio to help the rebels ?' 

Captain Pardoe looked astonished. 

'You have surely been misinformed, seiior. No vessel 
could get out of the Thames without the wish of the 
authorities.' 

' I assure you, my Captain, the impossible has happened, 
and, believe me, I first supposed your boat was that same 
vessel. Ha ! ha !' 

' Ha ! ha ! what a good joke, senor !' 

' Is it not ?' The officer who had walked forward returned, 
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and whispered to the stout man. ' But why, my Captain, do 
you carry a torpedo tube and a heavy gun ? Is it to shoot 
gulls ? Ha ! ha ! I am afraid. Captain, you will not get your 
coal here, and that your visit may be prolonged to our satis- 
faction. You will find the island of Madeira lovely — most 
beautiful. In the meantime, I may introduce you to my friend 
Lieutenant Guilia Gobo, who wUl remain your guest with 
these soldiers.' 

The stout officer gave some order to his Lieutenant, and 
clambered down into his boat. 

' My Captain,' he said, with a pleased smile, ' may I direct 
your attention to our powerful fort? We have there some 
heavy guns ; oh, very formidable.' He sat down chuckling, 
and rubbing his knees. 

' The old boy is pleased with himself,' remarked Webster to 
Frank, who, together, had been amused spectators of the 
scene. 'He euchred the Captain without trouble — an easy 
matter enough, by the way, in the face of that little weapon 
forward. Look at the skipper : dissimulation is not his r6le»* 

Indeed, Captain Pardoe looked very black, as he confronted 
the Lieutenant and his four men. 

' Well, sir,' he said, 'what is the meaning of your presence 
on board my ship ?' 

' I no speak the Ingleese,' said the Lieutenant haughtily. 

' But he understands it well enough,' muttered Webster. 

'You don't speak English; perhaps you will understand 
that I have enough coal to take me to Teneriffe, and I will 
leave in an hour. Up to that time you are welcome to the 
run of the ship, but you will find it agree ill with your 
uniform.' 

The Lieutenant turned sharply, and shouted after his 
superior ofiicer. 

Captain Pardoe knitted his black brows, and was about to 
speak again, but turned to walk off, when he was joined by 
Frank. 

' I understood what he said, sir.' 

' So did I, Hume, but I don't fear the fort's guns. It is 
necessary to humour them, and with a little judicious palming 
we might win our object, but I have no genius for that work.' 

' May I try, sir V 

' Certainly, Hume, do what you like, for at the worst we can 
throw them overboard.* 
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' Then, sir, set the hands to clean the ship, and send 
Webster ashore to laj in a stock of vegetables, fruit, and fresh 
meat.' 

' Since when were you appointed purser, Mr. Hume ?* 

' It will show them you do not mean to leave in a hurry, and 
we'll lull their suspicions.' 

The Captain issued his orders at once, and in a few minutes 
Webster, with the chief engineer, &L-. Dixon, were being 
rowed ashore, while half a dozen salts, with bare legs, were 
turning the hose on the grimy deck, and the stokers, black 
almost as sweeps, came on deck to hang over the bows and 
pull at their well-seasoned clay pipes. 

Before Webster left, Hume had drawn his attention to two 
large barges laden with coal which were anchored to the 
left, and suggested that he should find out what coal they 
contained. 

He next dived into the main cabin, where he found Miss Laura 
and Mr. Commins looking at the island through a porthole. 
This was the first time Commins had emerged from his cabin, 
and though he bore traces of severe illness he was very spruce 
and neat in his dress, markedly so in contrast with the weather- 
stained appearance of the others. 

Their heads were very close together, and Commins had 
succeeded in making his companion laugh, a little circumstance 
which unduly nettled Hume. 

He secured some cigars, a bottle of wine, and was hurriedly 
leaving the cabin, when Miss Laura asked him a question or 
two concerning their position. 

' It is so annoying,' she added, ' that I dare not show myself 
on board, as the people here are sure to communicate with 
their friends in Rio.' 

* I hope our young friend will be discreet,' said Commins, 
with irritating condescension in his manner. ' Pray don't 
leave the cigar-box open, otherwise the sea air will spoil the 
contents ; and I see you have selected the choicest of the 1880 
brand.' 

'These are for the Portuguese Lieutenant,' said Frank 
shortly. 

' An officer ! What business has he on board }* 

' It appears they suspect us, and an officer, with four men, 
has been placed on guard.' 

' That means we have been seized,' said Commins, turning 
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to Miss Anstrade. ' I advised you not to run into a Portu- 
guese port; but you would be guided by your headstrong 
Captain.' 

' There is no cause for fear/ replied Frank. ' We hope to 
be off before morning with a full supply of fuel.* 

' Your hopes may be interesting to you, sir ; but I, for my 
part^ do not find them amusing.' 

'Enough!' interposed Laura with a frown; then, turning 
to Frank, she ask^ him if there really was any prospect of 
getting away. 

' There is, madam, if you have one commodity on board. 

* What is that ?' 

' Money !' 

' Ah ! come with me,' and she started for the cabin. 

' Laura, don't be imprudent. You forget.' 

' No, on the contrary, Mr. Commins, I remember that this 
gentleman has behaved nobly, and risked his life while others 
remained in safety.' 

Mr. Commins murmured something about being ill, but he 
shot an evil look at Frank. 

' Come, Mr. Hume.' 

' No, madam ; if you assure me, that is sufficient. It will 
be necessary to pay for the coal in cash.' 

' You have some scheme,' she said, looking earnestly at him, 
and placing her fingers on his arm. 

' I have, or, rather, the Captain ' 

' Ah, that is better,' said Commins, with a sneer. 

' Say no more, Mr. Hume ; I have faith in the resources and 
courage of my officers.' She gave him her hand, but her eyes 
were fixed on Commins. 

Frank, somewhat uneasy at what he had witnessed of the 
familiarity between the two, hurried away with the wine 
and cigars to presently engage the Lieutenant in pleasant 
conversation in French. 

Seeing the officer comfortably seated in the chart^room 
with the wine, he went to the side to receive Webster, who 
had returned in the best of humours with a boat-load of 
bananas, custard apples, grapes, vegetables, and fresh meat. 

' I have lefl the engineer ashore, drinking Madeira with an 
old crony,' shouted the genial officer. 

' Good,' said Frank, raising his voice. ' I'll ask the Captain 
to let me return for him later on. Well,' he whispered a 
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moment later^ as Webster stepped on boards ' what about the 
barges?' 

'They have 300 tons^ and are waitmg out there for the 
Cape mail steamer^ due early to-morrow mommg.' 

'Well, the mail steamer will have to wait. That is our 
coal.' 



CHAPTER IX. 

COALING THE CATCHER. 

Lieutenant Webster joined the Portuguese officer in the chart- 
room^ where^ with his gallant attempts to speak French^ and 
his readiness to join in the laughter at his own most amusing 
blunders^ he quite charmed Lieutenant Gobo, who grew con- 
fidential^ and imparted an interesting item of news. 

'You will remain with us, amigo mio, and we will crack 
many a bottle of old Madeira in a posado kept by an old man 
with two lovely daughters.' 

'Thanks, senor, with pleasure, if we do not depart to- 
morrow.' 

' To-morrow ! What say you } We have a proverb that 
says that the wages of to-morrow mock the promise of yester- 
day. To-morrow you will all be our very good guests.' 

' For my part, nothing would please me better ; but our 
Captain has said that to-morrow he will sail, and he is a very 
devil — diavolo — eh ?' 

' You speak idly, my friend. I assure you to-morrow this 
ship of yours will be seized,* 

' How so. Lieutenant ? We have no quarrel with Portugal ; 
and, moreover, there is no craft here that could overhaul us.' 

' Not here at present, senor, but it is coming.' 

'Your glass is empty. Lieutenant. Is this a British ship 
you speak of? — for I know none other that could capture us.' 

' There are other ships than British afloat,' said the officer, 
twirling his moustache. ' The ship I speak of flies the Brazilian 
flag ; the Esperanza sloop of war, which, providentially, left 
Lisbon two days since, and may be here at any hour. She was 
advised of the escape of your boat from the Thames, and has 
warned us to be on the watch. Juarez is her commander, and 
I tell you he also is a devil. Ha ! ha !' 
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' I perceive/ said Webster, with a laugh, 'you have been too 
smart for us. We English are sometimes very dull/ 

' Truly, mon ami, in quickness of wit, as in matters of love, 
we of the South are superior to you heavy islanders. But you 
are good comrades, nevertheless. Your health, seiior.' 

' I see the bottle's empty. Pardon me. Lieutenant, while I 
overhaul the locker.* Webster, with an innocent look on his 
bronzed face, went below and sent a message to the Captain. 

' Sir,' he said, as the Captain approached, ' there is a Brazilian 
sloop of war in pursuit of us. She may be here to-night, or in 
the morning.' 

'How did you learn this?' asked Captain Pardoe, with a 
dark look. 

' From that yellow-skinned effigy on deck. The Swift is to 
be taken to-morrow and the crew landed. It is all settled.' 

' Is it ?' said the Captain, with a peculiar smile. ' We shall 
see to that. Hume will presently leave for the shore with 
two men. As soon as his boat is clear have these soldiers 
seized and bound. Take your measures quietly, Mr. Webster, 
and be very careful that they do not cry out.' 

'What's on foot. Captain?' 

'We mean to have that coal, my boy, sloop or no sloop. 
Thunder, do they suppose I'll surrender to a slo<^ after defy- 
ing a British cruiser! You have your orders.' The Captain 
went down to the engine-room ; and Webster, after securing 
another bottle, gave a few sharp words of instruction to the 
Quartermaster, who received them with a grin. 

Soon after a boat from the shore came alongside with a 
gendarme, who, after a few words with Lieutenant Gobo, 
received a note from that officer and returned. 

' I have assured my Captain,' said the Lieutenant to Webster, 
' that we are friendly here, and that while one of your men is 
ashore he need not take extra precautions.' 

' What precautions are, then, necessary ?' 

' Oh, a boat or two of soldadoes !' 

'Mr. Humel' cried the Captain, from his position on the 
bridge, ' you will take the boat for Mr. Dixon, and see what 
arrangements you can make for coaling to-morow.' 

The Lieutenant jogged Webster in the ribs. 

' Is he not droll — this Captain of yours ?' 

' Very droll,' remarked Webster, with a meaning look at the 
Quartermaster, who stood near. 
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Hume swung into the boat with two men, and gave the order 
to push off. 

Webster leaned over the side, ran his eyes over the men on 
deck who were drinking with the three soldiers, then spoke 
a word to the Quartermaster, who immediately joined the 
group, placing himself as he did so between the soldiers and 
their rifles, which rested against the side. 

Webster strolled to the chart-house, took another look 
at the group on guard, then flung himself on the Lieutenant, 
pinning that astonished individual by the throat. There was 
a scuffle forward, a smothered cry or so, and in a minute the 
four Portuguese were bound and gagged. 

' Lower the long boat, Mr. Webster,* said the Captain in 
low tones. 

This was done by the now thoroughly alert and expectant 
crew in silence. 

^Man the boat, take a tow-Une, and make for the coal 
barges.' 

Four men dropped into the boat, a tow-Une was made fast. 

' Weigh anchor and deaden thd noise with tow. Let the flukes 
hang for the present.* 

Quietly and slowly the anchor came in. Webster entered 
the boat, the tow line tautened, and the Swift gradually moved 
off in the direction of the barges. 

Meanwhile Hume had met a boat half-way from the shore, 
with the chief engineer on board, and taking him in, waited 
till the shore boat had rowed out of hearing, then shaped for 
the barges. 

' You are shaping a wrong course for the Swift, Mr. Hume.* 

' We are maldng for two barges laden with coal, Mr. Dixon.' 

' Oh, oh, what's in the wind ?' 

' These beggars won't give us coal, so we mean to take it 
We will approach the barges quietly, board them, and secure 
the people on board. Will you assist us, Mr. Dixon ?' 

' Certainly, my boy ; and what's the Captain doing mean- 
whQe ?' 

'He'll be alongside very soon after we have done our 
business. No doubt he's on the move now, with a tow-line 
out. Gently, men, I think I see the loom of something dark.' 

They stole softly up to the unwieldy boats, going alongside 
one which had an awning forward, made the boat fast, then 
clambered on deck. One of the sailors walked along the 
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broadside^ and reconnoitred. There were two men only^ 
sleeping on a rough bed of sacks, their forms dimly outlined 
by the light of a lantern. He then crossed to the other boat, 
which was unoccupied. He made his report, and next minute 
the sleepers were aroused to find four men standing over them. 
They permitted themselves to be bound without a murmur, on 
an assurance from Hume that they would not be harmed. 

A few minutes later the Swift crept up, took in her boat, 
and got up steam. 

'Make fast the tow-line to the barges, Mr. Hume,' came 
an order from the Captain. 

' It is done, sir.* 

' Cut the moorings.* 

The rope was cut, and the Swift steamed out, towing the 
barges, until she had rounded the south-western point below 
Funchal, when she dropped anchor, and all hands, including 
the two Portuguese sailors, were hard at it, transferring her 
coal to the torpedo-catcher. The coal was in sacks, the steam 
tackle was set in motion, and with a loud noise that sooner or 
later would reach the ears of the people ashore, the precious 
cargo was swung on board and shot down the shoots, covering 
every part of the deck and rigging with grit The long, low 
steamer lay sandwiched between the barges, and while the 
steam tackle worked aft, forward the sacks were handled by 
the men, everyone, except Miss Anstrade and Mr. Commins, 
lending a willing hand. 

They had been hard at work for an hour, when a confused 
babble of shouting was heard from the port, and shortly after 
they saw a shaft of light shoot into the sky and glance across 
the harbour. It was the flash-light from the little fort, and 
no doubt revealed the absence of steamer and coal barges. 

Presently they heard the beat of engines — a steamer's light 
appeared round the point. 

'Show a light, Mr. Webster, We don't want to be run 
down.' 

A red light was hung out over the stern. 

' Keep on with your work,* shouted the Captain, as the men 
paused to watch the progress of the steamer. 

' Carambo ! Senor Capitaine, what in the devil's name is 
the meaning of this }' shouted a deep voice from the steamer, 
in furious accents. 

' Quien es ?' 
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' Demonios ! Colonel Alvaro, commander of the fort 
What mean you by moving off like a thief in the dark ? It is 
an offence against Portugal and the laws.' 

Captain Pardoe laughed. 'I am merely taking coal for 
which I am willing to pay. Will you receive the money }' 

' Yes/ said a strange voice ; ' I represent the coal company.' 

There was an altercation on board the tug^ for such it 
proved to be. 

' I protest. Colonel Alvaro. When I have received payment 
you may do what you like. Lower a boat.' 

Colonel Alvaro gave way, the boat was lowered, and a young 
Englishman stepped on board, who was immediately taken 
below, where he made a good bargain. 

' Now, Captain,' he said, after securing a roll of notes, ' you 
have acted in a high-handed manner, and it is no business of 
mine to help you, but the sooner you move the better. The 
warship Esperanza has been signalled, and will be here in half 
an hour.' 

' Thank you,' said the Captain, with a grim smile ; ' we can 
look after ourselves. Mr, Webster, release the soldiers, and 
let them return with these gentlemen.* 

Webster did so, and could not forbear chaffing Lieutenant 
Gobo. ' We are no match for you. Lieutenant, in resource, but 
you see we are having our own way.' 

' Matre de Dios !' cried the Lieutenant, grinding his teeth, 
' you will pay for this, you base picaro T and he shot a venge- 
ful glance at Webster and Hume, who stood close by, their 
faces black with coal-dust. 

Little did they dream that Gobo would make good his threat. 

The tug waited for its boat, then steamed away towards the 
harbour at great speed, Colonel Alvaro and Lieutenant Gobo 
shouting a string of threats as to what they would do on their 
return. 

Mr. Dixon reported that the bunkers were filled. 

' Stack a row of sacks along the sides, and have them lashed. 
Get a full head of steam up. Mr. Webster, cast this boat off 
from the port side.' 

Soon the steam from the escape pipe set up its shrill - 
clamour. 

The Captain mounted to the bridge, and with his night 
glass fixed to his eye searched the mouth of the harbour. 

' See that row of lights. Captain ?' said Miss Laura. 
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' A steamer just entering the harbour.' 

'And there is another light moving.' 

* That is the tug which just left us. Is there much more 
coal left, Mr. Webster ?' 

' About fifty sacks, sir, I should say.' 

'Whip them in, then. All firemen get below.' He ap- 
proached the tube. ' Stand by, Mr. Dixon !' 

The steamer which had just entered the harbour put out 
her lights, but there was a glow from her funnels which 
revealed her movements, as it grew rapidly brighter. 

' All aboard !' shouted the Captain. ' Cast off the barge !' 
The men clambered from the barge, and the unwieldy craft 
was shoved away. 

' Full speed ahead !' 

The water was lashed by the screws, the Swift vibrated like 
a living thing, and shot away, leaving the barges rocking on the 
swell she had kicked up. 

'Surely, Captain,' said Miss Anstrade, 'that steamer is 
following us !' 

' She is. Miss Laura, sure enough. It is the Brazilian ship 
Esperanza, Captain Don Juarez.' 

'Don Juarez,' said the girl, in a startled whisper. ' O, Santis- 
sima Maria,' she added, with a passionate cry, ' that treacherous 
dog, the murderer of my brother ! Captain Pardoe, you must 
not fly. Mr. Webster, listen to me.' 

' Laura, my dear girl,' said Mr. Commins, la3ring his hand 
on her arm. 

She shook him off with an angry gesture, and turned her 
flashing eyes on the Captain, while her bosom heaved. 

Some of the men had heard her cry, and stood near the 
bridge. 

' Men,' she said, in quick, excited tones, ' hear me ! That is 
a Brazilian warship behind. It is commanded by a man who 
has done me a most fearful wrong. You are Englishmen, and 
I ask you ' 

' Enough, madam,' whispered Pardoe sternly. Then, raising 
his voice, ' Clear the guns for action.' 

The Quartermaster's shrill whistle rang out in immediate 
response, and in reply a flame of fire leapt out from the dark- 
ness astern, followed by the screech of a shell. 



CHAPTER X. 

PURSUED. 

The Swift was a formidable fighting ship^ though built to 
tackle the midgets of the sea — the ISO feet torpedo-boats. 
She had no torpedo-tube in the stem^ which had been 
strengthened for ramming ; but she carried two tubes at the 
stem^ one four-inch quick-firing gun, two six-pounders forward, 
and two twelve-pounders on pedestals. Including the officers, 
there were twenty men to work the ship and guns, and a staff 
of ten firemen and engineers. The seamen were picked men, 
tempted by high pay, and all of them showed the unmistakable 
stamp of strict training and discipline. They were, in fact, 
men of the Naval Reserve, recruited by the Quartermaster — 
hard, weather-beaten, and, except when off duty, still-mouthed. 
The Quartermaster, Henderson, was black-bearded and 
swarthy, like the Captain, and it was rumoured among the men 
that this was not the first time the two of them had shipped 
in the same capacity in blockade-running in the wars of South 
American Republics. The conning-tower, a small chamber, 
fitted with tubes, nobs, levers, and a spare wheel, and walled 
in with thick plates of toughened steel, was just forward of the 
first funnel. Beyond it was a turtle-backed deck of iron, and 
on either side were the six-pounders, protected by bullet-proof 
shields. The Captain could fire the aft torpedo guns by 
electricity from the conning-tower. 

' Clear the guns for action, and slacken speed.' 
The shrill, clear notes of the whistle rang out the sharp 
summons, and the men sprang to their positions with an alacrity 
which had not marked their actions when threatened by the 
British warships. Then they had done their duty sullenly, 
with a sense of ill-omen at having to encounter their own flag ; 
but now they were on a different footing in respect to this new 
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foe, and eager to be at some other game than always on the 
run. 

' If our Captain's half as good at fighting as he is at running/ 
growled the sailor known as Dick the Owl, for his night eye, 
'we'll have a bell3rful, eh, mate ? and good luck to it.' 

' £h, it's a queer thing, Dick, that we navy men should be 
under these port-to-port cargo and hat-box carriers, but the 
Captain's got red lights in his head when there's danger afoot, 
and maybe he'll be a good 'un to follow.' 

' As good as any you would find on the bridge of any battle- 
ship afloat, my men,' said Lieutenant Webster, who had been 
standing by unobserved. 

' Beg p£urdon, sir,' said the men, touching their caps. 

' That's all right, my men ; we've got to know each other 
yet,' replied the Lieutenant, with a kindliness that won their 
hearts. ' Wash down the decks first,' he cried ; ' we'll not go 
down to Davy's locker disguised in soot, like imps of darkness. 
Out with the hose.' 

The men laughed as they screwed on the hose to the 
hydrants and poured on a stream of water, sweeping the grimy 
decks from stem to stem. 

' Now, get below for a sluice and a dram,' cried the cheery 
voice of the Lieutenant, whose idea of handling a crew was not 
according to naval instructions. The men trooped down the 
narrow companion-way laughing and joking in their excite- 
ment ; but the roar of the enemy's guns, as he fell round to 
port, and brought his starboard broadside to bear, was a 
summons that brought them tumbling on deck again ere they 
had time to wipe their mouths with a back-handed swipe. 

'Steady, men, and to your quarters,' said the Captain 
quietly ; ' all but the men for the big gun, who will go below.' 

Five men had taken their position about the big gun, which 
stood with its chase pointing up, as though looking away to 
the horizon for its enemy. These men stood astonished at 
the order. 

' Below, men,' said Lieutenant Webster, approaching them ; 
' you'll not be wanted till morning,' he added, as he noted 
their sidelong looks. 

They went down in silence ; and, by the pressure of a 
button in the conning-tower, the Captain lowered the long 
gun into the deck, the same machinery sliding a heavy shield 
of toughened steel over the opening left by i^ disappearance. 
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This gun had been specially built for the catcher, and was of 
a larger calibre than the guns usually carried by that kind of 
craft. It rose or fell on a strong powerful lever^on a modified 
principle used for the disappearing guns ; and the frame of 
the ship had been strengthened amidships to bear the strain. 
It could be loaded and fought on deck, or loaded below and 
fired from the conning tower when at close quarters, and had 
been christened ' The Ghost/ after a trial made before readb- 
ing Madeira. 'The Ghost' was turned out at the £lswick 
Works, and could fire sixty fifty-pound projectiles in ten 
minutes. 

' We've laid our ghost,' said Webster to Hume, who, being 
quite fresh to this part of the business, stood looking out into 
the blackness astern in a state of suspense ; ' we've laid our 
ghost, and must raise theirs.' 

' Is that you, Mr. Webster ?' said the Captain, leaning over 
the bridge. 

* Yes, sir !' 

* I must ask you to go to your cabin.' 
' To my cabin, sir ?' 

' Yes ; I will not want you till daybreak, and you will fight 
all the better, then, for a good sleep. Take off the men from 
the six-pounders — the fewer on board the better.' 

Webster went below with six men from the two guns, 
leaving on deck eight hands in all to work the ship and the 
two twelve-pounders. One of these was at the wheel in the 
conning-tower ; another was stationed forward on the look- 
out ; and the others were in two steel towers, which were aft, 
about three feet above the deck, protecting the men from the 
hail of missiles that might be discharged from the machine 
guns, while their sloping sides would deflect larger projectiles. 

' Mr. Hume !' 

' Sir.' 

' Join me on the bridge.' 

Frank mounted to the low bridge, and went close to the 
dark figure of the Captain for companionship. They were un- 
protected by steel armour, and for himself he experienced a 
feeling of complete helplessness. He felt that up there he 
was a mark for every gun aimed at the Swift, and that without 
any power of retaliation. 

' It is a fine night,' he said aimlessly, looking up at the 
starry sky. 
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' A very fine nighty indeed/ said the Captain^ taking hold 
of his beard with both hands ; ' but there'll be rain in the 
morning.' 

Frank brought his eyes down from the stars to a red eye 
that gleamed far astern. 

The Captain took a couple of steps, and spoke down the 
tube : ' Please attend to your fires ; there are too many 
sparks.' 

Frank wondered at the Captain's quiet tones. Usually he 
was sharp and rough; now he spoke as though he were 
asking for a second cup of tea. 

' I knew it/ said the Captain. 

The red eye astern was dimmed by two livid flashes. 
Frank heard the dull reports, and then with a thrill down his 
back listened to the cry of the shells as they sped on. The 
enemy had as yet done no damage, but he knew that these 
shrieking messengers had at last scented their foe. He 
jerked his head violently as the shriek rose to a fiendish 
scream, and a swift rush of lur swept across his face, whilst 
the crushing of iron behind him told that the shot had struck. 
It passed through the forward funnel as though it had been a 
sheet of paper, and the smoke came pouring out of the holes. 

' They've got our range at last, and it's lucky for us they 
have no search-light' 

* I'll go and get my rifle,' said Frank. 

The Captain chuckled : ' She's a mile off, at least ; and if 
not, you might just as well puff at a whale with a pea-shooter. 
Still, I know how you feel. It's devilish hard to stand fire 
Mrithout giving back.' He raised his voice ; ' Fire !' 

The twelve-pounders spoke together, belching out balls of 
fast revolving smoke, and spurring the ship on with their 
recoil. 

* It's no good, of course,' muttered the Captain ; * but it will 
encourage them to keep up the chase.' 

' Why not give them the big gun. Captain V asked Frank 
impatiently. 

' A waste of ammunition ; and we'll want all we have when 
we get near the end of our voyage. I could turn and engage 
them, but I like to see what I am about, and all I want to do 
now is to encourage them. There she goes round ; see her 
port lights ; she'll give us another broadside, and do you count 
the flashes.' 
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* Count the flashes/ thought Frank ; ' does he think this is 
a review f 

The twelve-pounders let go at the row of lights, and as the 
smoke rolled away there came a muffled roar, and in an instant, 
it seemed to Frank, the air was full of shells. The water was 
cup up astern, and one projectile struck the turtle-backed 
deck forward, and went humming into the black of the night. 

' She carries six guns to the broadside, I think. What do 
you make it ?* 

'A dozen, at least. Captain, and heavy metal,' said Frank, 
wetting his lips. 

' No more than six and twelve-pounders. A larger shell 
sets up a different music, as you will soon learn. Still, I don't 
like it; their gunners are too smart' 

The Captain took a turn up and down the bridge, then sent 
a shout to the Quartermaster to cease fire. 

' Mr. Hume, you will find a life-belt on the starboard side, 
opposite the hatchway, ivith a canister attached. Cut it adrift.' 

Frank found the belt, and sent it overboard. 

* Keep her three spokes to port' 

The steersman starboarded the helm, and the Swift went 
off at an angle to her former course, whilst the canister, on 
reaching the water, flared out in a brilliant blaze in the ship's 
former wake. 

Before Frank had reached the bridge the enemy had come 
round and fired his two forward guns, then, keeping on to 
port, quickly let go his starboard broadside. The water about 
the floating flare was dashed up in showers. 

The Captain slapped Hume on the back as he reached the 
bridge. 

'That's a simple trick, eh! and we could slip away 
as easy as winking if we had a mind to. Lord, won't they 
howl when they find how they have been done !' 

There came a hearty guffaw from the towers aft as the men 
saw through the Captain's joke. 

'Lord, there he goes again,' as the forward guns again 
belched forth; 'what a ferocious devil the commander must be! 
He takes that light to be a signal, and imagines he is firing at 
a crippled ship, Qie deviL' 

The Quartermaster came forward. 'The enemy has slackened 
off, sir.' 

' Is that so ?' said the Captain, taking a long look at the 

5 
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steamer's lights. ' Hsl, I have it/ and he smacked his fist in 
his hand; showing the first symptoms of exo^ment. 'He 
thinks we've gone down, and we'll lay to .till soBDming, which 
can't be far off.' 

* There'll be gray light in an hour, sir.' 

The Captain kept his eye on the steamer's light, which rose 
and fell, but kept its place. 

' Quartermaster, take your men below for some hot grog 
and a bite, and rouse Mr. Webster.' 

' Aye, aye, sir.' 

The Captain went to the tube. ' Slacken speed, Mr. Dixon, 
and be very careful with your fires. Starboard your helm ; 
bring her round.' 

The Smifl went round with a steady swing, bringing the 
enemy's Hght on her port bows, instead of over her starboard 
stem rails. 

The men lingered awhile to see the manoeuvre finished, and 
then went below, satisfied there was to be a fight 

'Keep her on that course now,' said the Captain to the 
steersman. 

' Mr. Webster,' he continued, as that officer stepped briskly 
up and took a glance round, ' see that ever3rthing is in readi- 
ness, and that the men take their positions without a wonL 
Within an hour the fight will begin.' 

' Begin, sir ? You've been at it this past three hours, and 
I've been in and out of my bunk a dozen • times, while the 
men are all on the quiver.' 

' We haven't come to knocks yet I'll present my card in 
the morning with a fifty-pound rat-tat' 

Webster laughed gaily as he set about his duties, and 
presently the men gathered silently to their posts, some of 
them every now and again stealing to the sides to make out 
the whereabouts of the enemy and the meaning of the 
manoeuvre, which puzzled them, as one might gather from 
their whispered arguments. 

The Sfvifl doubled back towards the eastern horizon, where 
the darkness was quickly melting into the gray of dawn, and 
a deep silence rested on the ship, and over the shining heave 
of waters. Slowly the enemy's light was overhauled, then 
sank astern, but the Swift kept on its way until a tint of pink 
appeared in the sky and the stars suddenly paled. 

' The time has come,' said the Captain. ' Are you all ready ?• 
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' Aye^ aye, sir !' came the answer in suppressed tones. 

' Round ivith her, my man, on the port tack.' 

The Smift rushed round, and there was a murmur of ad- 
miring criticism from the old tars as they now understood the 
meaning of the Captain's manoeuvre. 

' They are satisfied now/ said the Captain, grimly, to Frank. 
' They thought all along, I'll be bound, that I could not fight 
this ship.' 

' I confess, sir, I don't understand your tactics.' 

' Well, I suppose you don't The enemy's fighting strength 
is evidently in her bow guns. So is ours. I have got the 
'vantage of her by going into action on her beam. Mark me, 
before she can bear her bow guns on us she'll be crippled. 
Full steam ahead !' he shouted, and the low craft rushed for- 
ward. 

The whole horizon on the east was now bathed in Hght, 
and in a moment the blood-red disc of the sun flamed above 
the black line of the waters, while streamers of light shot into 
the sky. Straight ahead there rose a dark object. A shaft 
of golden light stretching across the waters struck full upon 
it, and there stood out in a glory of softest fire the tall masts 
and long black hull of the Brazilian ship. She was at rest, 
rising and falling gently ; but there was a terrible awakening 
in store. Every minute brought her into clearer relief, though 
from the dark background beyond there was a blur about her 
deck, out of which, however, presently there emerged distinct 
objects — ^her boats, her bridge unoccupied, the gilt scroll 
under her stem, over which idly dropped the Brazilian flag ; 
and last of all, the chases of her port broadside grimly pro- 
jecting, with a glint of red sunlight on their smooth cylinders. 

The two vessels were now distant about six hundred yards, 
and at last the careless look-out on the Brazihan ship saw 
something alarming astern in the fierce rush of the low gray 
craft. Some men dashed up the rigging to get a better view, 
and a small group gathered on the bridge. 

' We'll wake 'em up !' shouted the Captain, springing into 
the conning-tower and pressing a button, which brought up 
' The Ghost ' from its bed. 

The real action had begun; the night's work had been 
child's play. There was a terrific din as the long gun threw 
shot after shot, and in ten minutes a dense bank of smoke 
enveloped the Smfl. The firing was suspended a minute. 
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The Captain stood in the eonning-tower^ his hands on the 
wheels and his eyes fixed in a narrow slit under the steel roof. 
Giving a turn of the wheel to starboard^ he brought the stem 
free of the smoke, and saw the enemy slowly gathering way, 
while men rushed about her decks in a state of terrible con- 
fusion at this sudden tempest of shells that had poured upon 
them. 

Some damage had been done evidently, but principally to 
her top rigging. And now she spoke from her stem guns, 
but not allowing sufficiently for her height, the first stinging 
flight of shells went over the catcher. 

' Stand by the six-pounders !' cried the Captain, his voice 
rising to a roar. 'Depress your muzzle, Mr. Webster! Fire!' 

Again there was another tremendous fusillade, continuous 
and deafening, while the men's eyes smarted from the sulphur 
in the smoke, and their throats grew dry and husky. For 
five minutes the rain of lead was kept up, and from the three 
guns one hundred projectiles tore into the sloop, plunged 
along the port side, and shattered her rigging. Lieutenant 
Webster devoted his second storm of fire at the stem gims, 
and the stanchions and bulwarks about them were ripped up, 
and the guns themselves dismounted. 

The order to cease fire was again given, and the Captain 
made a point to starboard just as the sloop was swinging 
round to bring her port broadside to bear. 

The ships were now but two hundred yards off, the sloop 
bearing off from the port quarter of the catcher in her attempt 
to come round and bring her bow guns to bear. Once she 
could do that she could blow the Swift out of the water, but 
Captain Pardoe had foreseen the manoeuvre and was ready for 
it. Counting upon the narrow turning power of his boat, he 
swept on, and suddenly put the wheel hard to port, bringing 
the vessel round within her own length, and bringing the 
boats stem to stem. At the same moment he flashed the 
signal below to fire the stem torpedoes. Then he stepped out 
to watch the effect, and the men, with heaving chests and 
smoke-blackened faces, from which their eyes glared with the 
fever of battle, watched too. There was a cry from the deck 
of the sloop, as they saw the leap from the tubes of the two 
torpedoes, a hoarse cry from the Captain to the man at the 
wheel, a terrible pause, and then two lines of bubbles below 
the water marked the swift rush of the deadly tubes. One . ■ 
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line^ it was seen^ would continue free of the ship^ the other 
went straight for her stem^ and a sailor^ in a mad fit of rage, 
first discharged his rifle at the approaching torpedo^ then 
plunged overboard with a wild yell. A moment later there 
was a muffled roar, a vast column of water was thrown up, fol- 
lowed by a rending and grinding noise. The stem of the 
sloop was raised, then settled down in the trough of a great 
sea raised by the explosion. The torpedo had reached its 
mark, and Captain Pardoe stood by to give what assistance he 
could. 

There was the Mrildest constematicHi on board the sloop, and 
the rending noise continued ; but though she lay helplessly on 
the water she showed no signs of sinking. 

The men on board the Swift set up a hoarse cheer, and 
shook each other by the hand. 

*It's twenty minutes since we went into action/ said 
Webster, wiping the blood from his brow. ' Three cheers for 
our Captain, men !' and waving his hat, he led the hurrahs. 

'For the love of God,' cried a voice in English from the 
sloop, ' help us !' 

' Strike your flag !' cried the Captain. 

The gay flag came down, and the Captain brought the Swift 
nearer. * What is the matter ?' 

' Your cursed torpedo has blown away our propeller, and the 
shaft — oh, Sancta Maria ! — listen to it ! — is breaking the ship.' 

' Why don't you shut off* steam ?' 

' Our engineer is dead. Demonios ! Don't talk, but act.' 

' I'll send our engineer to you.' 

' Quick, quick !' 

Mr. Dixon came up from the bowels of the Swift, where, 
without the stimulant of action, he had stood by his work, 
animating his men Mrith a quiet courage, which was the finer 
because he stood in absolute darkness regarding the progress 
of the fight, and knew that at any moment he might be sent 
to the bottom a helpless victim in an iron prison. His face 
was white and streaming with perspiration, and at the first 
touch of the cold air he reeled with dizziness, but when told 
what was required of him, he prepared for his new task with- 
out a word. The Swift moved gently under the tall sides of 
the sloop, and the^ engineer, with Webster, Hume, and six 
men, were quickly on board. Mr. Dixon went at once to the 
engine-room, whence proceeded a truly infernal din. 
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'Where is the Captain?' asked Webster of a dozen men 
round him. 

A shorty thick-set^ bullet-headed man^ with a neck like a 
bull, and moustaches that reached up to his ears, stepped for- 
ward. 

' Your sword, Seiior Juarez !' 

' I must know to whom I am asked to surrender.' 

' To the National flag,' said Webster haughtily. 

'Carambo! that is an excellent jest Is the flag broad 
enough to cover the ships of every nation ? And why should 
I surrender my sword ?' he asked, with a fierce scowl, while his 
officers drew near threateningly. 

Webster stepped quickly to the bulwarks, and called to 
Captain Pardoe to sttuid away. 

That officer went at once full speed astern, and lay-to a 
cable length ofi^, ivith the men at their guns. 

' You see ?' said Webster. 

The Brazilian Captain, with a terrible malediction, broke 
his sword over his knee. 

' A thousand thunders !' he roared, while the black blood 
swelled in his temples, ' to think I should have been beaten by 
that — that thing — and scarcely a boat's crew hurt !' 

' It is the fortune of war,' said Webster, looking around. 
' But while we talk the ship may be sinking for want of a little 
sailor-like care. Have you a spare sail, senor ?' 

The Brazilian Captain folded his arms and spat on the deck. 

' You surly brute !' cried Webster. * Here, men, cut away 
the mizzen sail !' 

In a trice the British sailors swarmed up to the mizzen yard 
and cast loose the sail, which came down with a thud, knock- 
ing a couple of yellow-faced sailors off" their legs, whereat the 
tars up aloft laughed. At this a dozen of the enemy drew 
their knives and looked to their Captain for a word. 

It was a ticklish moment, and Hume pulled out a revolver, 
which he instantly presented at Juarez. 

'Good, my lad,' said Webster. 'Shoot him down if he 
moves a foot. Do you understand, seiior ?' 

Juarez glared like a wild beast, and a hoarse, unintelligible 
cry escaped from his thick lips, but he kept quiet, while 
Webster, without another look at the scowling group, quickly 
slipped the great sail over the side, and had it drawn round 
and up over the damaged stem. 
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In the meantime Mr. Dixon^ working down below, had 
stopped the engines and explored the shaft funnel^ ascertain- 
ing the extent of the damage done by the shaft in its un- 
checked revolutions. He came on deck, wearied out, to be 
met by dark looks. 

' What's the meaning of this ?' said he. 
' The meaning is/ cried Webster, with a bitter look of con- 
tempt round, ' that these cowardly hounds won't lift a finger 

to help us, and I'm if my men will do another stroke to 

save them ! Let the ship sink, and she is sinking fast.' 

' And you'll sink with us !' roared Juarez. ' Down with 
them ; slit their throats !' 

There was a rush of men, and the little party were hemmed in. 
A young officer bounded forward Mrith drawn sword, and 
wheeling round, faced his men. 

'Diavolo!' he hissed through his clenched teeth, 'what 
devil's game is this ? You called to these gentlemen in your 
fear to help you, and now you would turn on them like base 
assassins. I tell you,' he cried passionately, ' it shall not be !' 
Webster and Hume, with their blue eyes flashing, ranged 
up on either side of their unexpected friend, while the British 
tars stood with their cutlasses ready. 

Captain Pardoe, seeing something amiss, drew near. ' Do 
you hear,' he shouted, 'if you harm my men I'll let go a 
torpedo.' 

The young officer repeated the message, and the men 
whispered among themselves, then threw down their arms. 

Juarez shot a venomous look at his officer, and placed his 
foot upon a knife, which, presently, he drew toward him. 

Webster thanked the gallant foe for his assistance, and 
assured him that the sloop would keep afloat until they reached 
Madeira. He then turned to the side to speak to Captain 
Pardoe, while Frank Hume walked aft to see what damage 
had been wrought by the fire of the catcher. 

There was a cry, and they turned to see the young officer 
fall, struck to the heart by the vengeful Captain. The next 
instant Juarez himself was cut to the deck by a slashing blow 
from a cutlass. 

At this act of black treachery the small boarding party were 
ready to make a furious rush, but the sloop's officers and men 
looked on themselves appalled, whil« a young fellow, quite a 
boy, flung himself on the officer's body in a passion of grief, then 
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suddenly springing up, drew his knife and advanced towards 
Juarez. 

' Enough !' said Webster sternly. 

' Kill the black-hearted dog !' screamed the Brazilian sailors, 
giving vent to their hate for their brutal commander, which no 
doubt had been long pent up. 

' I see/ said Webster, with a grim smile ; ' we must get this 
fellow on board to save him from his friends.' 

He signalled to the Swift, and when she came along- 
side, Juarez, who still breathed heavily, was lowered to her 
deck. 

' What's to be done with the sloop, sir ?' 

' Oh, leave her, if she can float, and think ourselves lucky to 
be free of a gang of prisoners.' 

' She can reach Madeira by means of her sails.' 

' Take a look round, then, and come aboard.' 

Webster and Hume went aft, where all the damage done 
by the Swift's guns had taken place, and there they found the 
bulwarks smashed to splinters, the two guns overturned, and 
the deck wet Mrith blood from a dozen dead. 

With a last word of advice to the gloomy and silent officers 
of the sloop, Webster stepped overboard, and very soon the 
Swift went on her way. 



CHAPTER XI. 

A PAINFUL SCENE. 

The stricken sloop lay like a log on the ocean as the Swift 
stretched along into the Atlantic. In less than half an hour 
she had been struck down^ maimed, and humbled by an enemy 
which she had treated with contempt. 

' Why didn't you sink her ?' said Commins softly, coming to 
the side of Captain Pardoe, who stood with a dull flush in his 
face, fixedly regarding the labouring sloop. ' You are fighting 
for the National Government. Why didn't you sink her ?' 

Pardoe turned and regarded the man at his side under his 
brows for a moment. * What a devil you are, Commins !' 

'Am I really?' remarked Commins imperturbably ; 'but, how- 
ever flattering to my sagacity, that is scarcely an answer to 
my question. You have committed a blunder, Pardoe, and if 
the authorities at Rio were informed of it they might — I'm not 
saying they would, mind you — but they might court-martial 
you.' 

' Courtr-martial me for smashing an enemy's ship ? You're a 
fool, Commins !' 

' Pardon me, but you have not smashed the enemy. There 
he goes leisurely on his way back to port after you had him in 
your power, and if either of us is to be called a fool I am 
inclined to think you are entitled to that honour. Take my 
advice : go back and sink that ship.' 

' Do you mean that ?' 

' Certainly, in your own interests. The Brazilian Admiral 
would be the last man to suppose you had let the enemy 
escape from motives of humanity. And, then, you saved the 
life of that fiend, Juarez.' 

' Juarez is my prisoner.' 

' Yes, truly ; but, observe how absurd your case would be 



74 THE GOLDEN ROCK 

when you say to the Admiral : " I let the warship escape, but 
I have brought you her Captain, who would have been assassi- 
nated by his own crew." ' 

' I see you have already placed me on my trial/ said Pardoe 
dryly. ' I presume you wish me to murder Juarez as well as 
to sink the ship ?' 

'You have a brutal way with you, Pardoe, as befits, no 
doubt, a brave sailor ; but it jars. As for Juarez, it may give 
our friends some pleasure to dispose of him at Rio, though his 
presence on board will cause me a feeling of nausea ; but it is 
necessary that you should do your work thoroughly, and for 
your safety, and the success of our mission, you must destroy 
that ship.' 

' I must !' said the Captain, ivith a dark look. 

' Well, there is no compulsion ; but that is my opinion, and 
the opinion of Miss Laura de Anstrade.' 

' You lie !' 

Commins grew white to the lips, and his gloved fingers, 
resting on the bridge rail, trembled, but recovering himself, 
he said : ' I will bring her here, and you shall receive the 
orders from her own lips,' then left the bridge. 

Captain Pardoe flung himself round, took a hasty turn up 
and down the cramped bridge, then, with a stem and angry 
visage, faced Miss Anstrade. 

She came swiftly, with a rustling of skirts, and a faint per- 
fume that seemed strangely out of place, as much out of place 
as would be the inhuman order from her woman's lips to 
destroy a helpless ship. Her large eyes glared with a feverish 
light, her breast heaved, and her hands were clutched in a 
sort of hysterical passion. 

' Captain Pardoe,' she cried, in a thin, unnatural voice, ' why 
have you let that ship escape ?' 

' Because, madam, I had not men enough to work her, and 
she would never have reached Rio.' 

' No ; but she can reach the bottom.' 

' Good God !' he muttered, his face turning an ashen gray, 
' Miss Laura, you cannot mean that ?' 

' Yes ; but I do !' she said, with a gasp. 

'Then,' he said fiercely, 'you must put someone else in 
command.' 

' Oh, no, no !' she cried, ' I never ' 

' Be firm,' whispered Commins ; ' think how your case will be 
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strengthened if you can say you have destroyed one of the 
enemy's ships. Remember your brother !' 

Captain Pardoe noticed the action, and, pointing to Com- 
mins, he said bitterly: 'Appoint that man your Captain, 
madam; he alone is capable of such an act, and perhaps 
Juarez would assist him.' 

' It is policy/ whispered Commins. 

The name of Juarez had a strange effect on the girL She 
drew herself up, and in a hard voice called lieutenant 
Webster. 

He, seeing something unusual occurring, as, indeed, had all 
those on the main deck, had drawn near. 

'At your service, madam,' he said, with a hasty look at 
Captain Pardoe's dark face. 

' I Mrish to appoint you Captain, Mr. Webster.* 

' Thank you, madam !' 

Commins smiled as Pardoe threw his head up with a snort 
of indignant surprise. 

' Mr. Pardoe has refused to obey orders. I beg your pardon, 
what were you about to say ?' 

' I don't think I wish to say an3rthing, madam, and I'd 
rather not hear anything more ;' saying which, Webster, ivith 
a distressed look on his frank face, stepped by, and stood 
beside Captain Pardoe. 

'Ah !' cried Miss Anstrade, 'you desert me for him. Lict it 
be so. I would rather know at once whom I may trust' The 
weakness and hesitation which at first she had shown dis- 
appeared, giving place to a feeling of wounded pride. She 
drew herself up, and regarded the two officers scornfully, for- 
getting, as only an angry woman can, the services they had 
already performed. 

' I will have you placed on board yonder ship with that 
defeated crew, and perhaps then, when they turn their fury 
on you, you will repent your ingratitude. Once before I had 
to turn to these gallant sailors in order to shame you into 
doing your duty, and now, Mrith confidence, I will appeal to 
them once more.' Her voice rang out clear and loud, and, 
charmed herself by the sound, she dwelt on her words. The 
men edged up, looking at the group on the bridge ; and, if 
she had not been carried away by the confidence of her tone, 
she would have seen that their aspect was not friendly to her 
or to the man at her side. Hot, and most of them bleeding 
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fix>m a fight into whicb they had been led with courage and 
skill by their officers^ it was not to be thought that they would, 
on the bidding of a woman, turn their backs upon their leaders. 
Commins was quick to note their bearings and so was Hume, 
who stood by, amazed at the scene. 

As she stood there with a proud smile on her lips, Frank 
swung himself up, unceremoniously shouldered Commins away, 
and stood by her side. 

'Men,' he said, 'it is a fine custom after a fight for the 
Captain to thank his officers and men, and one that should be 
kept up by us. This lady is our commander, and she wishes 
to thank you all for the splendid courage Mrith which you have 
fought at this engagement against a foe of double our 
strength.' 

' Sir,' she said, recovering from the shock of surprise, ' what 
is the meaning of this insolence ?' 

' For Heaven's sake,' whispered Conunins, ' let him speak. 
Don't you see the men side with them ?' 

She flashed a startled look over the upturned faces, 
then, with a motion of her hand, signified to Frank to con- 
tinue. 

' Say a word to them, madam, yourself.' 

' T>o you command me Y she asked haughtily. 

' No, madam, I implore.' 

With a terrible look at Conunins she went forward, and 
Mrith a smiling face, though her hands were clenched, she 
thanked them. 

The men touched their caps, but they lingered, casting 
puzzled glances at the Captain and Lieutenant. 

'If so please you, mam,' said the big Quartermaster in deep 
tones, ' we'd like to know what's been said by way of thanks 
to the Captain for the handsome way he took the ship into 
action, and to the Lieutenant for the way he worked " The 
Ghost" Isn't it so, mates ?' 

There was a deep growl of assent. 

' My men,' said the Captain, in a deep bass that had a thrill- 
ing touch of emotion in it, 'I am pleased with you, and I 
thhik you are satisfied with me and with the ship. And all of 
us are proud of the young lady, who, trusting herself fully in 
our keeping, has so bravely shared our dangers.' 

' Three cheers for the lady,' sang out Dick the Owl ; and 
' Grod bless her !' chimed in the Quartermaster. 
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The ship rang again to the shouts of the men^ and Commins 
slipped below. 

Miss Laura coloured^ then grew white^ but the Captain was 
too experienced a man to show his triumph^ though he could 
not forbear one shot : 

' If you will allow me, madam, I will go to my cabin, for I 
have been on the bridge all night.' 

' All night ! you are cruel to remind me of it. Captain.' 

* Am I Captidn again, then ?' 

' Go to your room, sir,' she said, with a frown, ' and consider 
yourself under arrest till eight bells. Now, Mr. Webster,' she 
continued, with a sudden change of manner, * you will show 
me over the ship, and explain to me all about the action. I 
see you are wounded.' 

' Merely a scratch, madam, from a flying link frc»n the 
anchor chain.' 

He led the way down, and Hume and the Captain, linger- 
ing on the bridge, saw her chatting with the men, and examin- 
ing the damage done aft, where a flight of missiles had struck 
the deck. 

' That was a timely speech of yours, Hume,' said the Ciptwin, 
' and saved us from an awkward fix, for had the men once got 
the notion that they had done me an obligation, there would 
have been an end to discipline, tried men as they are. I am 
not satisfied that we have a plain course before us, for we have 
to reckon with that man Commins, and the whims of a young 
lady.' 

' She appears to be quite reconciled now,' remarked Hume. 

' Maybe, and I hope so, but a woman can sail under false 
colours and dummy portholes without a sign of her real feel- 
ings. See the way she's smoothing down Black Henderson. 
I shouldn't wonder if she's scheming to gain the men over in 
preparation for the next mad-brained jamboree.' 

' What relation does Mr. Commins hold to her ?' 

' That is no business of ours,' said the Captain gruffly, ' and 
harkee, my lad, remember that you are sailing under her orders, 
and that you have to stand by her, and not me.' With that 
he swung down below, leaving Frank to his own reflections, 
which were not of the brightest. He noticed that Miss 
Anstrade had ignored his presence, and wondered whether she 
was displeased at his interference, then dwelt on the influence 
which Mr. Commins undoubtedly exercised over her, and 
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finally blamed himself for having committed himself to this 
mad venture. His thoughts went back to his uncle, and to 
the promise which he had given to search for that impossible 
Golden Rock, and he asked himself if he would not have been 
happier had he started on that forlorn enterprise ; but, even 
as he thought, his mental image of that imaginary rock faded 
away before the visible presence of the wa3rward, passionate 
girl whose beauty had already beguiled him. 

She had parted from Webster, who was busy with the men, 
and came slowly picking her way over the litter of coal 
scattered from the bags by a shell which had ripped up the 
whole row on the port side, her one hand stretched gracefully 
to its full length at her side to hold up her skirts, the other 
at her throat holding a black mantilla which framed her face. 
Passing up to the bridge, she leant forward with her elbows 
on the rails, the wide lace on her sleeves falling back and 
disclosing shapely arms, and, with her chin in her hands, 
looked dreamily over the gray sea to a faint blur which 
marked the tolling sloop. She had not noticed him by so 
much as a glance, and, accepting this as a hint, he put the 
length of the bridge between him and her. 

' Mr. Hume.' 

He turned, but she was still absorbed in watching the 
sloop. 

' Must I call twice ?' she said in her low, rich tones ; and he 
was by her side. 

' I feared I had offended you by my interference.* 

' And would my displeasure (&sturb you ?' she asked, re- 
clining her head until she could look at him, and so keep- 
ing it. 

Frank thought of Captain Pardoe, and wondered if she 
could be acting a part. 

' Why do you look at me so ? Tell me, what do you think 
of me ?' 

' I think you are very beautiful,' he said daringly, carried 
away by her beauty, and forgetting the part she had just 
played. 

' Don't This is no ball-room interlude, and such a vapid 
compliment is out of place here. Be firank. Come, tell me.' 
She nestled her face more comfortably in her supporting 
pdm, and looked at him with a fiunt smile that parted 
her lips. 



A PAINFUL SCENE 79 

'Don't/ he murmured, repeating her word; 'I am only 
human.' 

' And I am not. Is that it ? Well, perhaps you are right.' 

' I did not say so. What I meant was, that if you look at 
me so ' 

' Spare me ! I detest explanations. Do you see that ship V 
she turned her face to the labouring sloop. ' It carries many 
souls — men who have friends waiting for them in some far-off 
hacienda, gleaming white in the bright sun, wives, mothers, 
and others as dear, who would grieve were they lost. You 
know, I had it in my head to sink that ship and all on board. 
What do you think of me } I would like to know.* 

' It was a horrible fancy,' he said a httle sternly ; ' but I do 
not believe you meant to carry it out.' 

' Ah ! you do not know me,' she whispered, with a shudder ; 
' I am sometimes afraid of myself.' 

' You brood too much over your sorrows. Why not come 
up here more often and talk with us Y he said, with a jealous 
thought of Commins. 

' That is very good of you,' she answered demurelty, with a 
swift change of expression ; ' and I appreciate the invitation 
all the more because of the evident implication that I alone 
am to benefit from it.' 

'You misunderstand me,' he said hastily; 'what I meant * 

' Yes, yes ; how dull you are, Mr. Hume !' 

' I am sorry you should think so, madam,' he answered stiffly. 

' Now go off in a pet, and leave me to my own thoughts, 
which, of course, are very pleasant company for a lonely girl 
among a lot of morose and fiery men, who cannot see that the 
strain upon her is almost too much.' She said this with a smile, 
but Hume noticed that the lips trembled while they smiled, 
and that in the eyes there was a worn, almost wild, look. 

' Take my arm. Miss Laura,' he said gently. ' Let me tell 
you my story ; it may interest you.' 

She took his arm with almost a convulsive grasp, and for a 
moment she bent her head ; then with a soft and womanly 
look she asked him to talk and not to heed her silence. So 
they paced up and down, six paces one way, six another, and 
were necessarily thrown together by the narrowness of the 
passage. He talked of his uncle, the tough old hunter, of 
the simple life he led, of his sacrifice and quiet death, and a 
sweeter look stole into her face. 
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' And so,' she said, ' you have put aside the quest entrusted 
to you by that good old man and thrown in your lot with me? 
I thank you, but you must find the Grolden Rock/ 

' If it is there/ he said, smiHng at her eagerness. 

' Oh, it exists ; I am sure of it I can see the gleam of it 
now ;' and she shaded her eyes with her hand. 

' But it is not on the sea,' he said laughingly. 

' I am looking beyond the sea, among your African moun- 
tains, to a flame that glows under the rays of the morning sun, 
and there is a ring of red around the flame. Ah ! you will 
encounter many dangers.' 

'What will it matter,' he said, 'since I am alone in the 
world ?' 

' It may matter,* she whispered, and then withdrew her arm, 
and hastily quitted the bridge, after one anxious look at the 
sloop, and a murmured prayer that it would safely reach port. 



\ 



CHAPTER XII. 

A STRANGE VESSEL. 

Five days after the stormy scene on the bridge, Frank Hume 
and Webster were lying forward, upon rugs, on the turtle- 
shell deck, in the full blaze of a hot sun. The sea was 
calm, even beyond the power of the Stvifi to toss up spray, 
and stretched away, unbroken by so much as a single gleam 
of white, to the horizon, though astern there lay a long 
trail, slightly sinuous, over which, with many a sweep and 
soar, there hawked a pair of gulls. Now and again, from the 
heave of the water before the fast slipping foot of the Swift, 
there ripped out a flight of flying fish, who, after an unmis- 
takable beat of their gUttcring wings, shot away to the right 
and left, to fall with an awkward splash into the sea. 

Here and there, propped up against some wide-mouthed 
ventilator, or stretched in the grateful shadows of the boats, 
were a few barefooted sailors engaged with needle and thread, 
while under an awning aft Mr. Commins and Miss Anstrade 
reclined in deck-chairs. The harsh grating noise of the steer- 
ing gear, and the ceaseless thud of the propellers, alone broke 
the silence, which, like the silence of vast stretches ashore, or 
of deep-wooded solitudes, hushes the voice of animals and kills 
speech in men. Out on the bosom of the sea, or on the 
summit of a mountain, the trifles which interest us among our 
fellows have little power against the subduing influence of 
vast unpeopled spaces. 

All the morning the steamer reached on, always remaining 
in the centre of the same wide circle, and it was only when 
the Quartermaster struck eight bells that there was any move- 
ment among the brooding men. Webster sat up, and with 
his hands on his knees, and his cap at the back of his head, 
looked over the shining waste, then yawned. 

6 



82 THE GOLDEN ROCK 

' What an eloquent fellow you are, Hume !' he said ; ' you've 
got no more conversation and greater powers of observation than 
a bale of wooL There's that fellow Commins still talking to 
the Commodore and oiling his jaw-tackle with iced champagne, 
the lubber; and to think you might be enjoying the same 
privileges if you only had the wit to make yourself agreeable.* 

' I don't care for champagne iced.' 

' You don't, eh ? but maybe you'd care to be seated where 
he is, within the range of those lustrous eyes, or was it luminous 
you called them, for all the world as though you were speaking 
of a black cat in a coal-cellar ? And such cigars as she smokes, 
too?' 

' She doesn't smoke cigars !' 

' Man, I saw the glow of one last night, burning red, and 
lighting, by its reflection, the dark splendour of her eyes, as 
you magnificently put it' 

' It was a cigarette, and you might know, if you were not 
always between waking and sleeping, that most high-bred 
Spanish women smoke them, and think no more of it than a 
dab of powder.' 

' Then you were smoking the cigar, and I was awake enough 
to see that the fierce light of the cigar was closer than 
the breadth of my hand to the tiny glow of the dainty 
cigarette. I've been thinking whether I ought to congratulate 
you or her first' 

' Don't be an ass, Webster ; I was merely explaining to her 
the map of the stars.' 

' Then there's nothing between you ?' 

' Nothing but the length of the ship.' 

' Then that relieves my heart of a great pressure, which has 
sat there ever since I had salt junk for breakfast. I shall 
propose to the Commodore myself.' 

' The devil you will !' said Frank, rising to his elbow, and 
regarding Webster with anxiety. 

The Lieutenant sighed, and then winked solemnly. 

'Yes, my boy, for I'm sick to death of seeing that red- 
banded dandy flashing his teeth in the face of her as though 
he were the only man on board with courage enough to make 
love to a pretty girl.' 

' You are fooling.' 

' Not me. I've been thinking, and it occurred to me that 
I've lived long enough in a circle. I want to pass the re- 
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mainder of my life in a square house with someone like the 
Commodore^ who won't obey orders. She would want to 
paint the walls yellow to match her complexion^ and I would 
tell the Quartermaster to paint them blue to remind me of the 
sea. The house would have a flat roof with a flag-post on the 
weather quarter. I would hoist my colours in the mornings 
and she would bend on hers in the afternoon^ for I've noticed 
that a woman grows more active as the day dwindles. It is a 
trait she enjoys in common with cats.' 

' My dear fellow,' said Frank earnestly, ' all you have to do 
is to give her a sketch of that programme, and that will be 
enough in the way of wooing.' 

' Can you suggest any improvement ?* 

'Well, you would do well to hint at the luxury of green 
blinds for the windows, and pictures on the walls.' 

* If there is one thing I detest more than soda with whisky, 
it's satire ; you should leave such weapons to that glass-eyed 
lubber aft, who always looks at me as if I were a monstrosity, 
and sets my muscles moving to catch him by the neck. Now, 
Frank, for the honour of all good men, sail in and win the 
prize. I mean it. You can see for yourself that the fellow 
is every kind of a rogue, and though the Commodore doesn't 
answer well to the helm, it would be a wicked shame to see 
her taken in tow by that shark. Hang me if the fellow was 
not rattling dice last night with that black-hearted piccaroon, 
Juarez.' 

' Is that a fact ?' 

'Aye, that it is; and it came across me that the two of 
them were too friendly for our safety. It was about four bells, 
and I had gone below to turn in, when I heard the unmis- 
takable rattle, and peeping in through the ventilator above 
the door, saw the two of them hard at it, with the everlasting 
bottle at their elbows.' 

' Have you told the Captain ?' 

* I did ; and he scowled horribly. You know how pleasant 
he looks when he is put out ; and he went down straightway 
and tumbled the gentle pirate into his cell, at the same time 
threatening to clap Commins in irons if he sought such con- 
genial society again.' 

' And ?' 

' Commins swore most foully. I never thought the creature 
had such a command of language ; but the skipper asked him 
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if he would complain to the Commodore, when he calmed 
down rapidly into soft words and treacherous smiles. I tell . 
you he is a plotter, and if an3rthing goes wrong with the rebels 
— ^the National party, by compliment — he would sell us for a 
brass candlestick. Now, if you will dash in, cut him out as 
he Ues at his moorings hi the light of her fHendship, I will 
not bring my fascination to bear upon her.' 

' I'm afraid it's hopeless,' said Frank, with a sigh ; ' and 
don't you think we are talking without book ? — for we have 
no reason to suppose that she wishes to be freed from the 
attentions of Mr. Commins, still less that she is in any danger 
from him.' 

' You've got too much of the calculating machine in you, 
Frank — a defect we sailors don't possess. This is a matter not 
to be reasoned about. I can feel in my marrow that the man is 
a scheming rascal.' 

The Quartermaster struck eight bells, and Webster went 
off to take a sight, the Captain having already entered upon 
that daily task. 

They were three days off Cape Verde, having made the 
islands to take in more coal, and were making across the 
Atlantic, in a south-westerly course, right out of the track of 
vessels. When Hume, who was looking forward listlessly, 
cried out, ' Ship ahead !' there was unusual interest aroused, 
and glasses were brought to bear upon the distant speck.' 

' A steamer !' cried Captain Pardoe, ' and lying to, for there's 
not so much as a stain of smoke against the blue of the sky 
beyond.' 

The men and officers, now thoroughly aroused from their 
drowsy torpor, stared at the distant ship which had so suddenly 
slipped from the horizon into this silent sea. 

' Do you make out any signals, Mr. Webster ?' 

' No, sir ; but I can't see a single boat, and it seems to me 
the tackle is hanging from the davits.' 

' Strange,' muttered the Captain ; ' for there have been no 
indications of storm. Maybe the boats are out for some busi- 
ness of life-saving.' And he swept his glass to right and left 
of the steamer, which was rapidly taking shape to the naked 
eye. 

' Bring her round a couple of spokes — so. Hold her at that.* 
The Swift bore down straight for the stranger, and for some 
minutes not a word was spoken on her, as every man eagerly 
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searched the ship^ and then the smooth water about her^ for 
the first trace of any sign that would explain the mystery of 
her fixed and lonely state. The belt of sea beyond widened 
out, her straight bows rose higher ; a sailor picked out the 
red band round her funnel, and now one, and then another, 
with a quick cry, averred they saw men on board ; but yet 
there was no sign of her boats, or trace of smoke. 

* She has a shght list to starboard, Mr. Webster.' 

' I marked that, sir ; but she has not settled down, and can't 
be making water.' 

' She looks over seaworthy for a castaway. Who is it can see 
a man on board Y 

The sailor Dick touched his cap. ' There's a chap swinging 
on the starboard side, sir, just below the forward davits, and 
there's another lying on the booby-trap.' 

The other men looked at Dick, then, with knitted brows 
under the shade of their flat palms, gazed intently at the 
spots indicated ; but, failing to make out any object so small 
at such a distance, they all turned to watch the Captain, and 
judged from the sharp inquiring glance he threw at the 
Lieutenant before taking a longer view that there was now 
some key to the mystery. 

' There certainly is a man up aloft, and another hanging at 
the side ; but he is strangely still.' 

' It seems to me his legs move,' muttered Webster. ' My 
God ! what is that below him ?' 

To the straining looks of the excited crew there flashed for 
a moment a speck of white at the side of the ship, followed 
by a faint toss of spray against the black hull. 

* 'Tis a shark !' shouted Dick. 

Another pause succeeded, and from the doors there peered 
out the grim faces of half a dozen stokers, who had, down 
below, felt the contagion of excitement. 

* There has been foul play,' said the Captain ; ' no live man 
would remain within a yard of those gaping jaws and not 
struggle to escape.' 

* Fire a blank charge, Mr. Webster.' 

The twelve-pounder roared its summons, loud enough to wake 
the dead, but no white face was lifted over the bulwarks of 
the vessel, and no movement came from the two still forms. 

' Make ready to launch the boat.' 

There was a rush of naked feet, four men ttunbled into the 
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boat with Webster ; the ropes were loosened^ and the davits 
swung out. 

' Captain, what is that dark cloud beyond the ship ?' asked 
Miss Anstrade, who had been standing on the bridge with a 
look of wonder in her face. 

' A capful of wind. Miss Laura.' 

The steamer soon heeled over slowly to the breeze ; then 
her stem, making a ripple on the water, came round, and she 
lay broadside on, showing the high poops, lofty bridge, and 
deep, well -like quarter-deck of the ocean tramp. The 
strange figure hanging over the swell of her bows swung 
to the lazy motion of the ship, his feet nearly touching the 
heave of the sea made by the list. 

Out of that swell there rose the gleaming belly of the great 
fish, the next moment the ropes hung limp against the ship ! 

A murmur of horror rose from the Swift, and Miss Anstrade 
caught Frank convulsively by the arm. ' O Sancta Sanctissi- 
ma !' she cried, ' what a fearful thing is the sea !' 

Yet it could not have been more peaceful, as it came with a 
soft caressing ripple against the gray sides of the catcher, its 
glossy surface beljdng the evidence of that ghastly tragedy, 
whose eddying ripples it had hastily smoothed away. 

And the derelict, lazily dipping, pointed her tall narrow 
bows once more at the Swift, and seemed to the sailor-men 
to appeal to them in her helplessness ; so they pitied her as if 
she had been a living thing. 

' What is the matter with her V asked Miss Anstrade, her 
face still white. 

'She has been abandoned, evidently; but I must find out 
why, for she appears to be seaworthy. Her rigging is un- 
injured ; she cannot be making water, and if her steam-gear 
were damaged she could trust to her sails.' 

The Swift was now within a few lengths of the derelict, and 
passing under her stem, turned to examine her port side. 

There, at last, was some evidence of violence, for one of her 
iron plates had been ripped open, the port side of the bridge 
had been completely swept away, and there were two jagged 
holes in her forward bulwark, the jagged ends projecting out, 
while fragments of a boat hung from her davits. 

* She's been under fire !' said the Captain in astonishment. 

'Aye, aye, raked fore and aft by bow chasers,' was the 
comment of the men. 
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' Stand by to lower the boat. Let go !' 

The boat sank to the sea^ shipshape and even^ and Hume^ 
with a word to the Captain^ slipped down into her. 

' Give way !' cried Webster, standing up in the stem-sheets. 

The men put their backs into it, and very soon an active tar, 
making use of his toes and hands, was on the quarter-deck. 
He took one quick look around, then let down a rope, up 
which the rest scrambled one after the other. An extra- 
ordinary spectacle met their gaze : the well was littered with 
splinters ; the ladder reaching to the main-deck was smashed ; 
the entrance to the alley-way blocked with the iron wall of the 
cabin, which had been torn away from its fastenings. On the 
starboard side, however, the deck was clear, and passing round, 
they went up the step to the main-deck. The starboard side 
here was free, but on the port side the deck was ploughed up, 
and hampered with a part of the bridge and portion of the 
boat, while the row of skylights were shattered into pieces. 

Sending a couple of men aloft to bring down the man on 
the booby, Webster and Hume went below to examine the 
state-room. The table was set for dinner, but the plates were 
clean, and the meal had not been served. Fallen over on 
the table was a bottle of wliisky, from which the spirit had 
run out over the cloth, still filling the room with a strong 
odour, and on the floor was a broken glass. The cabin-door 
opening into the saloon was open, and an Inspection showed 
that the contents had been overhauled, the boxes standing 
open, and the floors covered with clothing which had been 
hastily tossed out. 

On a small table, in the Captain's room, was the log-book, 
the last entry broken off — 

' 1 deg. N. lat., 30 W. long. Towards evening sighted a 
cruiser, which showed the Brazilian (National) colours, and 
held on. She signalled for our colours. Run up the Na- 
tional flag, when she hauled down her colour and ran up the 
Government flag, at the same time signalling us to lay to. 
Expecting little mercy if she found out the. nature of our 
cargo, made a run for it. She gave chase, and opened fire 
with her bow guns. Cruiser gave up the chase at dusk, just 
as a discharge from her bow guns severely mauled us. Irene 

making water fast, and resolved to take the boats and ' 

' That explains her state,' mused Webster, as he turned over 
the pages of the log, which showed that the Irene, 1,500 tons. 
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had left Bristol for Rio in June, 1893, and had up to the last 
entry made an uneventful voyage. 

'It's a monstrous thing/ said Frank, 'that a peaceful 
merchant steamer should have been served in this way/ 

'She probably carries contraband of war, and navy men 
don't go to much ceremony before playing bowls with a 
blockade-runner. Ask the skipper ; he's been at the game 
often, and by the same token I believe he took command of 
the Stvift to wipe off old scores. Let's get below.' 

Calling two of the men, Webster lifted a hatchway, and, 
with a lantern from the storeroom, descended to investigate, 
and was not long in finding that the main hold contained a 
large shipment of rifles packed in cases. Returning to deck, 
they found the two men who had been sent aloft standing by 
the side of a young sailor who had been struck in the head, 
evidently by a fmgment of iron. He was stiff in death, and 
Webster, with a gentle touch, drew the eyelids over the blue 
eyes. 

He then tprned to the side to haul in the ropes, from which 
that other figure had swung. There was a loop in the end, 
in which the unfortunate man in launching the forward boat 
had probably been entangled, and overlooked by his comrades 
in the dark. Subdued and saddened by what they had seen, 
they returned to the Stvift, and Webster made his report. 

'A blockade -runner,' said the Captain, his gloomy eyes 
lighting up ; ' and full of arms. What a prize she would be 
for the rebels I' 

' And for us, too,' said Mr. Commins quickly. There was a 
long pause, and the Captain paced restlessly to and fro, casting 
quick glances at the derelict. ' She would mean a fortune,' 
he continued slowly, ' for I happen to know that the land 
forces of the National party are badly armed. Now, Captain, 
here is an opportunity that falls right into your mouth, and I 
would strongly urge you to accept the gift. I admit I was 
wrong about the Esperama, but concerning the advisabihty of 
taking possession of this rich derelict there can surely be no 
two opinions.' 

'But I should have to place a crew on board, and that 
would weaken us,' said the Captain, with an air as though 
he liked the proposal. 

' I, myself, don't see any bar to that arrangement,' said 
Commins, stroking his chin, and eyeing the Captain thought- 
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fully. ' I dare say now, with half our crew, you yourself could 
undertake to run the blockade with that ship.' 

' I am not going to leave the Swift,' said the Captain roughly. 

' I should hope not,' laughed Commins. ' I had in mind the 
history of some of your daring trips as blockade-runner, and, 
of course, as I presume, Mr. Webster, and our young fHend, 
Mr. Hume, with as few men as you could spare, could be put 
on board. They could make for some port north of Rio, and 
after reporting her whereabouts and arranging for the reward, 
you could re-ship the crew previous to carrying out the object 
of this voyage.' 

' That would mean delay, and Miss Anstrade may object,' 
urged the Captain, who, nevertheless, was evidently pleased 
with the scheme. 

'You have heard the Captain's suggestion, madam,' said 
Commins, turning to Miss Aiistrade, ' which seems to me very 
important, and which, if carried out, would have a most 
valuable bearing on our chance of success. With that ship 
and its cargo in our hands we could, with confidence, ask 
for every assistance from the national commanders ashore and 
afloat' 

Miss Anstrade knitted her brows as she looked at the speaker. 

' You know my wish,' she said wearily, ' is to reach Rio as 
soon as possible. I understand you to say that the cargo of 
yonder ship would realize a fortune, and it seems to me if I 
demanded from my struggling countrymen money in return 
^ for services, they would be under no indebtedness to me. If 
we are to weaken our strength to save that ship I would 
prefer to give it up without any question of reward.' 

' But you have no objection to the crew sharing in any prize 
money that may be offered,' said Commins quickly, with a side 
glance at the Captain. 

' None whatever,' she said coolly. 

' And you consent to our saving the ship }' 

' I suppose so, though I clearly see my opinion would not 
be considered if it were opposed to the step.' 

' Not so, madam,' said Captain Pardoe. ' That ship and its 
cargo should realize £90,000, but if you say leave it, I will 
send her to the bottom, so that she shall not fall into the 
enemy's hands.' 

* Do as you wish,' she said, with a sad smile, and turned 
away with a sigh. 
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The Captain and Mr. Commins continued eagerly to discuss 
the matter^ while Hume, who had been standing near with 
Webster, plucked the latter by the sleeve to draw him aside. 
' Well, what do you think of this new scheme }* 
'I don't know that I like it over well, but I judge the 
temptation would prove a strong one for the Captain. It is a 
big stroke of luck, after all.' 

' The Captain appears to be rather keen upon money making.' 
' I suppose he is,' said Webster slowly ; ' and so are most 
men when they have the chance. Would you say there was 
any sentiment about the skipper ?* 

* As little as there is about that twelve-pounder.' 

' That's where you lose your compass,' said Webster gravely. 
' For fifteen years the Captain's dream has been to save money 
enough to make a home for his future wife, my sister, Hume. 
When I was a boy at school he was courting her — a fine, high- 
spirited fellow, with a way about him that wcm everybody's 
goodwill. I have marked him grow more silent and stem as 
the years went by, and I have seen my sister's gaiety grow 
into a sweet and tender patience ; but never a word of marriage 
from him. He was waiting for his fortune, and twice he made 
it and lost it, once after ten years in the merchant service, 
when he was wrecked, and once after running a blockade, 
when he was captured and imprisoned by the Peruvians. 
" 'Tis coming, love," he would say ; " a house for you and a 
little farmyard for me, down in the old county." Poor little 
Loo ! I think I see her now sitting, as sometimes she would 
when the housework was done, with her hands in her lap, 
looking wistfully into the future. God grant her wishes may 
be fulfiUed !' 

'I say no more about the Captain,' said Frank warmly, 
' except to echo your prayer. For his sake I hope this plan 
will carry through well, but after what you said of Commins I 
am suspicious. He may have some design in dividing our 
strength.' 

* No doubt he has, but he might as safely light a cigar at a 
volcano as attempt to win over any of our men.' 

The Captain's voice here rang out. 

' Mr. Webster, we will lay by till morning. Take all the 
men on board and get it as shipshape as possible. Find, if 
you can, the supercargo's manifesto, and if you can't, then 
make a rough inventory of the cargo.' 
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The Sfdft was laid alongside the Irene, on her weather side^ 
and moored fore and aft^ the smoothness of the sea permitting 
this. In this position the low funnels did not rise above the 
lofty side of the steamer^ and she was completely hidden from 
the view of any vessel coming up on the starboard side. Her 
fires were damped down, steam shut off, and the engineer 
and his staff were soon busy in the engine-room of the 
Irene, while the Quartermaster, with bis men, smartly cleared 
away the litter in readiness for the carpenters. 

So the work went briskly on, and in the quiet of the even- 
ing, in the presence of all the crew, the body of the dead 
sailor lad, sewn up in a sail-cloth, was committed to the deep 
sea, the bass voice of the Captain ringing out solemnly in the 
impressive silence. And when the last eddy had died away 
the Captain shivered and drew his hand across his brow. 

Maybe the summons for him also had already sounded, and 
he paced the deck long into the night. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

THE SEA FIGHT. 

The Swift had been almost deserted^ as the larger decks of 
the Irene offered an irresistible attraction, and when the work 
was abandoned at dusk the crew took possession of the fore- 
castle, while Miss Anstrade, with Hume and Webster, lingered 
on the poop, after surrendering the main-deck amidships to 
the Captain, who preferred his own company. Mr. Commins, 
alone for choice, remained on the catcher, and for a long time 
the glow of his cigar could be seen under the small awning, 
while Juarez, over whom he had offered to keep strict watch, 
lay near, under the shadow of a lamp, smoking cigarettes. 
The Brazilian Captain had never been permitted to appear 
on deck when Miss Anstrade was there, and his close confine- 
ment below had not improved his naturally brutal nature, but 
he had tamed his temper down to the point of almost abject 
humility in imploring the Captain to let him on deck. Now 
the guttural tones of his voice could be heard as he made 
occasionally a few remarks to Mr. Commins, the only man 
who cared to hold converse with him. 

The night was beautiful, the dark vault of the sky gloriously 
gemmed down to the dark belt of the horizon, while out of the 
intense black of the sea there gleamed, near at hand, sword- 
like flashes of phosphorescent fire from predatory fish, and 
between the sea and the sky there was no living thing to 
break the brooding silence. The men, glad of the opportunity 
to stretch their legs, were soon asleep, and, except for an 
occasional murmur of voices from the three on the poop and 
the rough burr of Juarez at intervals, there was no sound 
on board. The swell of the sea rising and sinking between 
the catcher and the Irene made a soft ripple, followed by a deep 
sigh^ having a power in its melancholy music to draw Miis^ 
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Anstrade to the port side, where she had leant with her elbows 
on the rail, until at the dim sight of Juarez she started back 
with a shudder of revulsion and sought the remoter side. 

There the three of them leant, the efforts of the two men to 
talk to the girl between them gradually lessening to complete 
silence. She had changed greatly since the excitement of the 
wild rush to Madeira, had grown listless, the womanhood in 
her revolting against the strain and burden she had rashly im- 
posed on herself, and at each sign of helplessness the two young 
men had felt more tender towards her, tr3ring, each in his own 
way, to show their sympathy. They had talked often together 
about the object of the voyage, and, sanguine though they 
were with the ardour of youth, they could see nothing but 
disaster before them, while the desperate nature of the enter*^ 
prise had also come home to her. Presently, with a moan^ 
she thrust her hands forward : 

' There is nothing but failure before me, and perhaps death.' 

' You are over-worn,' said Frank gently ; ' and, indeed, the 
Stvifl is too rough a boat for a lady.' 

' Aye, that it is. Miss Laura,' said Webster, ' and, as for talk 
of failure or death, they are for us to prove, and not for you, 
who are made for better things. This steamer has been 
thrown across us by the mercy of Providence, and it is your 
duty almost to accept the gift, and embark in it for a safe port' 

' I despise myself,' she said wearily ; ' but I have no courage 
and no hope, and shudder at the thought of remaining on the 
Swift. I cannot understand it' 

' I think I can,' said Frank, in a low tone. ' You have been 
mistaken in yourself, and your presence on board, in contrast 
with the grim ship, has seemed to me a sort of marvel. You 
are fitted for better things.' 

' You mean I have no strength of purpose,' she said slowly. 
' And do you expect me to relinquish this enterprise, to go 
back without strfldng one blow, to surrender to my wecJoiess, 
and for ever be a victim of my cowardice, haunted by a 
memory, and lashed by my conscience ? No — no — ^never !' 

She threw her head up proudly. 

' You may go to safety in this ship ; but — I — I will do what 
I have said.' 

'You mistake us,' said Hume; 'neither Mr. Webster nor 
myself asks you to give up the enterprise. We have no 
thought of turning from it ; but we do think strongly that you 
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should not share in the work and worry of it. It is not fiur 
to you ; it is unjust to us.' 

* Unjust, sir — ^how ?* 

* Madam, you may not know it, but every man on board the 
Swift thinks more of you than of his own safety, and if they 
all knew you were ashore they would be happier in working 
out your purpose.' 

' You are right there, Frank,' said Webster. ' We'd go into 
action with a laugh if you were not aboard, madam, but every 
shell would make our hearts beat with fear if you were with us. ' 

' Ah ! my firiends,' she answered with emotion, * you make 
my sorrow all the greater to thmk I should have brought you 
to thisj^ and be myself so fearful of the end. Forgive me, but 
I am proud and weak by turns. Oh, if I had the courage of 
a man!' 

* You are better as you are,' said Frank. ' Your weakness 
has more power over us than if you never winced or wavered.' 

Suddenly she stood back and looked at them, laughing low. 

'What is it?' 

'It has occurred to me, gentlemen, that you are both to 
remain on the Irene,' 

' Yes, madam ; but why does that amuse you ?' said Frank 
helplessly. 

' And so you have been scheming to have my company. I 
am sure I am greatly charmed, and would be more if you had 
not pretended an anxiety for my safety.' 

' Pretended, madam !' gasped Webster. ' I'll see the Captain 
hanged before I leave the Swift. He can sail this old tub 
himself, so that he takes you with her.' 

'Thank you, sir,' she said, with another rippling laugh, 
' though you might have turned me over to the Captain more 
gracefully. And you, Mr. Hume ?* 

' We are plain men,' he began stiffly. 

' Yes, you are very plain, and very stupid.' 

At this unexpected retort the two men fell into a gloomy 
silence, being too much in earnest and too greatly surprised 
to laugh. 

' Ah, dear,' she said, ' that I had one woman with me, then 
I could laugh, and rage, and weep upon her neck within a 
minute, and have no ill looks in return. Come, my friends, 
be not angry.' 

She gave each one a hand, and each raised it to his lips. 
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which showed that they could express themselves well in 
deeds, though not in words. 

She placed both hands to her cheeks, and her fine eyes 
glowed as she looked at them. 

' It is the kiss of brave men/ she said in low, thrilling tones ; 
' the pledge of your lives to me. Ah, my friends, I read that 
little act more clearly than what you could tell me in words, 
and see, for those who love you, for the mother who has 
treasured you, in return for the homage the strong and brave 
pay to woman, I kiss you.' 

She leant forward, and pressed her lips to their cheeks in 
turn. 

They stood back and straightened themselves with kindling 
eyes, feeling as the young knight who has received his spurs. 

* Out with all lights !' It was the Captain's voice, ringing 
out loud and stem. 

There was a breathless pause, followed by a confused 
murmur of voices. 

'Silence, forward, there. Is that you, Mr. Dixon?' — a 
quiet, grave man, whose heart was with his wife and child at 
home. 

'Yes, sir.' 

' Get up steam, but be careful with your fire.' 

' What can the matter be ?' gasped Miss Anstrade, at the 
sound of men moving quietly from the Irene into the Swift. 

Webster, at the first cry from the Captain, had sprung to 
the bulwark, holding to a wire rope-stay. 

'There's a steamer's lights away aft I wonder she has 
escaped us.' 

The Captain's dark form appeared on the poop. 

' Mr. Webster, see the fires relit on this ship.' 

' Aye, aye, sir. What do you make her out to be ?' 

' Wien did you mark her P 

' When you called, sir.' 

' Ah ! She appeared an hour since, and I judge from her 
movements and her lights she is a man-of-war, probably the 
same cruiser which siurprised this ship before.' 

' Do you think she has seen us ?' 

' I'm afraid so, though our lights must be very dim, for she 
altered her course and is bearing down. She may pass us, 
unless she brings the spars of the Irene against a star. I won't 
leave this prize, however, until I am obliged.' 
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Webster moved off, and the others^ including the sailors on 
board, watched the approaching vessel ; while Mr. Commins, 
who could not, of course, see the stranger from the hidden 
catcher, hurried on board to find out the cause of the com- 
motion. 

' You think she is the Brazilian steamer ?' he said in a voice 
of alarm, listening to the explanation. ' Curse it ! misfortune 
dogs us. I wish we were out of this !' 

' Speak for yourself,' answered the Captain in a growl. 

Mr. Commins lingered awhile, and then went off to give the 
news to Juarez, who received it with a savage laugh. 

The red Ught rapidly approached through the black of the 
night, and it was evident she would pass very near. The ex- 
citement grew rapidly as the news was passed from mouth to 
mouth in rapid whispers. 

' Mr. Hume, will you help Miss Anstrade to the Swift; pass 
the word to the men to get on board, and have them stationed 
at the guns.' 

In a few minutes Captain Pardoe was the only man on board 
the Irene, with the exception of the stokers, who were busily 
preparing the fires. 

To those in the Swift who could see nothing there followed 
a long and anxious state of suspense, broken at last by the low 
Voice of the Captain speaking from above. 

' Mr. Hume, stand by to slip the fastenings.' 

They held their breath, listening, and to them came the 
regular beat of engines. ^ 

Louder and louder grew the noise, but they could see 
nothing of the danger, and its imminence seemed to them the 
nearer. There was a movement in the air, the pulsation of 
the distant screw affected them so that they believed the Swift 
itself was throbbing, and presently the Irene leant over towards 
them gently, and as gently rolled away. 

' 'Tis the wave from her wake,' muttered the Quartermaster. 

The soimd of the engines gradually lessened. 

The Captain's figure appeared above. ' She has passed,' he 
said. 

There was a rush for the tall sides of the Irene, and pre- 
sently everyone was staring forward at a green light fast 
diminishing in the dark, now at its blackest before the 
dawn. 

* Thank God for His mercy,' murmured Miss Anstrade, who 
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had stood near Hume silent and white, though without a sign 
of fear. 

' You may well say that, Miss Laura/ said the Captain. 

The green light sunk rapidly, and had almost disappeared, 
when suddenly a brilhant glare shot up, throwing a sickly 
light over the group on the poop. 

The Captain gave a bound to the side, and next minute 
there was a hoarse cry as his pistol rang out. 

'It is that villain Juarez; send his black soul to hell! Over- 
board with him !' roared the Captain. 

The black-bearded Quartermaster, balancing himself on the 
rail a moment, sprang to the iron deck below, and next minute 
there was a howl of mingled fear and rage, followed by a 
splash. 

' Launch the boat, and smother that light with a sail !' 

The Captain gnashed his teeth as he glared at the brilHant 
flare from a life-saving light floating on the quiet waters, and 
sending forth an appeal to the distant battleship. Mr. Commins 
stood in the catcher near the spot where the slinking figure 
of Juarez had been shot down, seemingly without power to 
move, as he looked horror-struck at the dark waters. 

Without a second's delay the boat was launched, and a 
strip of canvas thrown over the light, when the darkness 
settled down blacker than before. But the mischief had beeh * 
done, and sullen looks were directed at the dim speck in the 
distance. 

^ Ay, ay, there she comes round,' said the sailor Dick. In 
the distance a red light replaced the green, but as they watched 
it suddenly disappeared. 

* She has gone,' said Miss Anstrade, with an hysterical sob. 
The Captain shook his head. 

'She has put out her lights, and will hang about till 
morning.' 

* We'd better slip away, sir,' said Webster. 

The Captain lifted his fist, and banged it into his open hand. 

' By the Lord,' he growled, ' I'll not leave this ship without 
a fight for it !' 

The Captain, however, gave way so far to the urgent pro- 
testations of Miss Anstrade, that he abandoned any idea of 
placing a crew on board the derelict until daylight revealed 
whether there was any chance of getting clear away. Fires 
were kept going ou board the ^wlji, a look-out was stationed 

7 
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on the larger vessel, and the men were sent to their berths. 
Miss Anstrade retired to snatch an uneasy sleep, and the 
Captain, leaving Webster and Hume in charge, went also to 
his cabin, falling almost immediately into a sound sleep. The 
small hours of the night passed anxiously to the two officers 
who patrolled the poop of the Irene in silence, listening for 
any sound that would indicate the whereabouts of the stranger. 
There was, however, no sign of her presence, and when the 
intense darkness of the night began to fade before the dawn, 
a thick, white, low-lying mist wrapped the ship as in an im- 
penetrable cloak. 

Webster, to get a view over the mist, if possible, went aloft, 
his figure soon becoming blurred, and after a long stay, de- 
scended rapidly. 

' She is near us,' he said in an excited whisper to Hume. 
* Waken the Captain. We could slip away without being seen.' 

Very soon Captain Pardoe climbed on board, and heard 
what his Lieutenant had to say. 

' I should judge her position to be about a mile on the star- 
board beam, and she is steaming ahead at eight knots. If the 
mist doesn't lift we could easily slip her by making a nor'-west 
course.' 

* Which way is the wind } Ah ! blowing across to her. She 
would hear us getting under way. We'll lie close awhile ; 
but do you, meanwhile, Mr. Hume, rouse the crew ; see they 
have a nip to warm them up, and get them to their quarters 
quickly and in silence. Is all in readiness on board the ship, 
Mr. Webster .?' 

' Yes, sir — except the crew.' 

'I'll take a look at her myself;' and the Captain went 
heavily into the rattlins. 

There was a movement on the Swift as the men presently 
went to their stations, and a sound of murmuring voices, 
followed, presently, by the rush of escaping steam from both 
vessels as the fires were stirred. A few minutes more, and the 
stranger would put himself out of hearing. The engineer 
stood in readiness to set the screw in motion, and men were 
at hand ready to throw off the lashings which moored the 
catcher to the Irene. Suddenly, however, the mist began 
rapidly to melt, showing in an instant almost a wide stretch 
of gray water. 

The Captain reached the deck with a bound, just as the 
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notes of a boatswain's whistle came faintly over the still 
waters from beyond the melting mist. 

' She has seen us/ said the Captain hoarsely. 

As he spoke, there appeared the blurred outline of a big 
ship, about a mile and a half distant, over the starboard stem, 
and the next instant she stood out, broadside on, just as she 
came round, with tall masts, and lofty sides of gleaming 
white. 

* She has caught us. Captain,' said Webster quietly ; ' and 
we could easily have got away in the night.* 

The Captain turned on his heels with a stormy look on his 
face, and walked a few steps, when he stood with his eyes 
bent on the deck. Then he threw his head up, gazed keenly 
at the cruiser, and when he faced Webster again his mind was 
made up. 

* On board,' he cried, waving his hand to the catcher, and 
in a moment was on the deck of the smaller ship. 

' Madam and men,' he said in his deep tones, ' the ship we 
saw last night is, I fear, a cruiser of the Brazilian navy. She 
is near us, and if she is an enemy we are in danger. The 
blame is mine. I should have kept on instead of remaining 
to save this vessel.' 

Miss Anstrade made as though she would speak, but the 
Captain waved his hand. 

' Madam — Miss Laura — no words you could say would add to 
the regret I feel. But there is no time. I have brought you 
into this peril, and please God I will deliver you. I want 
nine men to fight this ship. Who volunteers V 

There was a moment's pause as the men looked at one 
another, then the Quartermaster .stood out. 

' We are all yours. Captain ; to the last man.' 

' Ay, ay,' came the response. 

A dull flush crept into the Captain's face. ' Thank you, 
men,' he said quietly ; ' but I want nine only. Quartermaster, 
select eight. Mr. Hume, help Miss Anstrade on board. Mr. 
Webster, take command of the Irene, and make full steam as 
soon as I engage the cruiser.' 

The men lingered reluctantly, and Miss Anstrade, with 
heaving breast, stood looking at the Captain. 

'Quick, Mr. Hume,' said the Captain, and at the same 
moment he took Miss Anstrade by the hand and led her to 
the ladder. ' I am very sorry,' he said ; then his hand was 
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seized by a sailor^ and all the men in turn wrung his hand as 
they passed. 

He looked round, and saw Webster standing by the 
engineer. 

' Come, Jim, my boy,' he said to the Lieutenant, ' it is your 
duty to save Miss Anstrade.' 

Webster moved forward with a strange look in his face. 

' Remember Loo,' he said hoarsely, ' and let me stay here.* 

' It cannot be, my lad. Good-bye, my boy, good-bye, and 
tell her I did what she would expect me to. Up.' He almost 
forced Webster to the ladder, then turned. 

' Mr. Dixon,' he said, and looked at the engineer. ' If I 
could spare you I would, for it's death before us.' 

The engineer smiled softly. 

' I am not sorry. Captain,' he said, ' for I understand.' 

He took one last look round at the wide sea and crimson 
heavens, then his lips moved, he turned to grasp the Captain's 
outstretched hand, and the two men looked into one another's 
eyes. 

A pale figure of a man slipped out of the door and made 
furtively for the steps. 

' Mr. Commins' — the Captain's hand was laid upon his arm — 
' you will stay with me, for your scheming nature and coward 
heart have brought us to this.' 

Mr. Commins trembled beneath the gloomy eyes turned 
upon him, cast one imploring look at the faces above, then, 
without a word, allowed the Captain to lead him to the cabin 
door. 

The sound of a gun broke with relief upon the strained 
nerves of the spectators. 

' Cut the moorings !' 

Silently the men on the Irene cut through the ropes, and 
the Swift floated free. 

There was another sullen report, and a shell tore through 
the tall rigging of the Irene. 

The big, white cruiser, with a cloud of smoke hanging 
about her sides, was leisurely steaming up about half a mile 
distant, and there was no question of her nature, nor of the 
ferocity of her commander, who could ruthlessly open fire for 
sheer devilment on a defenceless ship, for the Swift was up to 
the present completely hidden. 

What must have been the astonishment of her people when^ 
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following their last shot, there broke from the blockade-runner 
a murmur of cheering as every soul on board cracked his 
throat in sending up a loud hurrah for the Srvtfl and her 
gallant crew ; and when, immediately afterwards, there shot 
out from the shadow of the Irene a long, low gray craft. 
When the hunter, coming upon the dead quarry he had 
wounded earlier in the day, suddenly discovers, crouching 
behind, the striped body of the tiger, his feeling of dismay, 
perhaps, would be the same. 

* Captain ! Captain !' cried Miss Anstrade, * what are you 
doing ? Ah, heaven, I see it now ; may the saints preserve 
him !' She caught hold of a rope, and stood looking from the 
catcher to the towering battleship, with its broadside pierced 
for heavy guns, and its decks crowded with men. 

' Oh,' she said, * it is cruel !' 

Captain Pardoe stood on the bridge before entering the 
conning-tower, his glass to his eyes, and his feet braced apart. 
Then he turned and waved his hand to the Irene, bringing it 
to his mouth in a trumpet. 

'Steam away at full speed, and make for Cape Verde. 
Good-bye.* 

Another cheer, strangely hoarse, broke from the Irene, and 
was responded to by the men on the catcher, and a moment 
later the four-inch gun opened fire with a roar. The smaller 
guns spoke, and the whole five of them flashed out shot after 
shot, making such a volume of smoke that the low ship was 
at once completely hidden from those on the Irene, 

'My Grod,' murmured Webster, 'why did I not stay with 
him ?' 

' Don't let his sacrifice be in vain,' said Hume, touching 
Webster on the shoulder. ' He will be happier if he knows 
we can escape.' 

'It is terrible, Frank; I cannot give the order. Do so your- 
self 

Hume sadly went to the bridge and gave the order for full 
speed ahead, but the Irene had not gone a mile when, as 
though by common consent, the steamer slowed down, and 
everyone on board, even to the stokers, crowded on to the 
stem poop to watch the unequal battle, letting the steamer 
drift as she liked. 

The cruiser had made not the slightest attempt to stop the 
Irene, for the storm of shot bursting in a sudden upon her. 
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when she was in the full security of conscious strength^ had 
plunged her into a state of wild confusion. At the first smash 
and yell of the missiles along her sides and through her tall 
rigging, there had been a wild rush from her decks as the 
terrified crew sought shelter from the mysterious enemy, and 
their panic was increased by the fierce bombardment which 
the catcher poured in from her five quick-firing guns at the 
rate of thirty shots a minute. They saw approaching a re- 
volving cloud of smoke, out of which there flashed flames of 
fire, and the cruiser fairly turned and fled, pouring in a scatter- 
ing broadside which went wide of the mark. 

When the Irene slowed down, the cruiser, about two miles 
distant, was steaming on a south-west course, and the Swift 
was turning under cover of her smoke, which hung low on the 
water. The men on the derehct raised cheer on cheer in a 
state of great exultation. 

* It is magnificent,' said Miss Anstrade, with shining eyes. 
' Why don't you cheer, Mr. Webster V and she gave out a 
ringing cry. 

* It is too good to be true,' murmured the Lieutenant, as he 
anxiously watched the cruiser. ' Ah, I feared so. See, he is 
coming round.' 

The stately white ship, making a wide sweep to port, came 
round, letting go her broadside of six guns and her two heavy 
bow chasers before she steadied on a course which would 
bring her very soon opposite the Ir&ic. The water about the 
Srvifl was torn up, and she heeled over to the shock. 

' She is struck !' 

' Good God, she is sinking !' 

' No ; hurrah ! she is righting.' 

Miss Anstrade covered her face with her hands, then threw 
them from her with a passionate gesture, while Webster and 
Hume stood by with white, set faces. 

The Swift had pointed her bows at the cruiser, and was 
firing now only with her four-inch, at the same time steaming 
slowly astern, as though waiting for some opening. 

The contrast between the combatants was most striking, as 
the Swift lay broadside on to the Irene, a long, low, gray line 
on the great waste, while, though further off, the high bows 
of the cruiser, her lofty decks and towering spars, loomed vast 
and terrible. 

* God's truth !' cried one sailor, smashing his brawny fist 
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against the bulwarks, in a fury ; ' it's wrong ; it's a shame ; 
they're not matched !' 

' Watch him ; he's porting his helm.' 

The cruiser was now altering her course^ and the water was 
piled up as she turned a few points to port, bringing her bow 
chasers to boar on the Swift, 

' They'll rake the Swift fore and aft ; sweep her guns away/ 
muttered Webster, moistening his lips. 

* Look ! there he goes ! God bless the Captain ! Hurrah 
for our mates !' 

The Swift suddenly moved ahead, and gaining way from the 
tremendous power of her engines, leapt towards her huge 
opponent. That moment the heavy guns roared, but the 
shells missed their prey by a few feet. As it was the two 
funnels were sheered off as though they had been cut, and 
the fragments whirled aloft. Then the catcher's guns main- 
tained a furious fire as she swept on, but the cruiser, com- 
pleting her mancEuvre, went round to port, and from her bow 
to her stem her broadside guns thundered one after the other. 

A shudder, a hoarse murmur of grief, ran round the group 
on the Irene, 

Out of the smoke the Swift swept to leeward, rolling 
heavily. Her long gun had been torn away from its fasten- 
ings and thrown across the ship, the shields about the twelve- 
pounders were battered down, an3 the brave men who had 
served them were stretched motionless. 

Her guns were silenced. There remained yet her torpedoes, 
but were there any left to work them } 

The cruiser was still going round to bring her port broadside 
to bear, and it all depended now whether Captain Pardoe 
could turn the Swift, carry her under the stem of the enemy, 
and discharge his torpedoes. 

But the Swift rolled heavily, and at the moment when she 
should have turned to starboard her bows went round. 

' Her steering gear has been injured,' said Webster, with a 
groan. 

Out of the raffle, forward by the conning-tower, a man 
appeared, and with a perceptible stagger reeled aft to the 
wheel, which had escaped uninjured. 

' 'Tis the Quartermaster,' whispered the men. 

From the cruiser's deck men fired at him, but he reached 
the wheel, and threw his strength into it. 
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Then on the shattered portion of the bridge there stood the 
figure of the Captain. A moment he looked around him, then 
above his head to the summit of a single bare pole on board 
there mounted a black ball, and there streamed out the red 
and blue of the Union Jack ! 

Both ships came round, the Swift stem on, and the cruiser 
with her broadside. 

The six guns flashed together in one thunderous roar, the 
Smfl seemed to shrink at the shock, her decks were swept, 
the bridge torn to fragments; then she leapt forward and 
buried her ram in the body of her great enemy. Through 
iron and wood the spur of steel forced its way, and the spHnters 
and crash could be heard above the fierce lashings of the 
screws and the wild cries of the crew. 

For a breathless pause the catcher battered at the wound 
she had made ; then she was swept round against the side of the 
cruiser, and sunk stem foremost. Into the whirlpool made 
the cruiser dipped her wounded side, her decks came over at . J 

first slowly to the weight of rushing water; then, with a mighty 
smash her masts struck the sea and she turned bottom up; there 
was a flash of shining copper, and then the waves above her 
closed, with a rush, and there was nothing but tossing foam to 
mark where the two antagonists had gone down, almost locked 
together in their last deadly embrace. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

'TAKE ME WITH YOU.' 

The terrible swiftness of the tragedy following upon the fierce 
combat had left the spectators on the Irene stupefied. They 
gazed at the tossing waters with startled eyes, and when they 
withdrew their gaze, and would look at each other, there came 
between them the vision of falling spars, of people precipitated 
headlong into the sea, and of a great ship rolling over on them. 

Then some of the men sobbed, and some swore. 

Webster whispered the name of his sister, and Miss Anstrade 
seemed to shrink within herself. 

Their comrades, those brave hearts, gone, gone in a few 
minutes, and to save them ! 

They put about, steamed slowly over the waste of waters, 
where floated a litter of wreckage, and rescued half a dozen 
Brazilian sailors. Of Captain Pardoe, or any of his gallant 
band, there was no trace, and the Ifene moved up and down 
among the wreckage, while those on board searched in vain 
for«i familiar form. 

Then Lieutenant Webster steered for the east. 

The venture was over. The Irene, battered as she was, 
could not dare to risk another meeting with a cruiser, and so, 
sick at heart and indifferent, Webster accepted Hume's advice 
and steamed away from BraziL 

As for Miss Anstrade, she went, feeling her way, Uke one 
blinded, to the cabin that had been prepared for her, and there 
sat white and silent, while her dark eyes, glaring with an un- 
natural light, moved restlessly from object to object. In the 
afternoon she rushed on deck in a raging fever, and, calling 
on her brother and Captain Pardoe, would have leapt over- 
board had not Hume caught her as her hand was on the rigging. 
He and Webster carried her down, struggling pitifully, and in 
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turns the two of them watched through the night by her side, 
their sorrow tinged with awe and bitterness, because of their 
helplessness, at the pathetic ravings of a mind in delirium. 

Through the next dreary day they continued their vigil, and 
the sailors, gathering in groups, added to the gloom of the 
ship by their distressed air and dark forebodings. 

' They knew it,* said they one to another. ' No job of that 
sort, led by a woman, could succeed. It was against Nature, 
and the ways of the sea. The ship was doomed, and they 
were doomed, and they wished to God they had gone to their 
death bravely on the Srvift/ 

These were not brave words ; but superstition has not been 
driven from the high seas by steam, and once the natural 
buoyancy of a sailor is steeped in the gloom of ill-luck, there 
is no brightness in his horizon. The heroism of Captain 
Pardoe and their comrades, who had courted destruction in the 
Smft, filled them, moreover, with a bitter feeling of irritation 
that they themselves should have been spared, and mingled 
with the dark prevailing tinge of superstition was an impulse 
of recklessness which, in the absence of any emergency, could 
find expression only in breaches of discipline. They lolled 
about in the shadow, seeking relief from the intolerable heat. 

The man at the wheel gave a listless eye to the binnacle, 
and the Irene, battered, dirty, with fires ill-kept, ploughed 
slowly on, as melancholy, almost, as though she were still a 
derelict. 

Webster took the sun at noon, and, utterly worn out, fell 
asleep over his reckonings, and so he was found in the after- 
noon by Hume, who came on deck from a long watch. 

' Have I been asleep ? There's a heaviness in the air and 
a strange weight about my eyelids. How is she, Hume }* 

' Quiet now, with the Captain's boy at the door. Was it 
a month ago the Stvifl went down }' 

* Only yesterday, Frank. My God ! what a difference ! 
The sea is not the same, nor the sky, nor the air we breathe, 
nor the look of anyone.' 

'What an old tub this is, and do you note how the men 
hang about ? I feel as though I cannot breathe freely. I have 
been thinking of your sister ; it is a sad end to her waiting.' 

' Ah ! poor Loo,' murmured Webster. ' Frank, I dare not 
go home with this story. I cannot. She will say I should 
have taken the risk myself.' 
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' Yet his death was worth living for.' Hume moved back- 
ward and forward by the chart-house, while Webster gloomily 
looked at his figures. ' Webster/ he said earnestly, ' do you 
think there is any hope Y 

' For Miss Anstrade ? It is terrible that she should have 
fallen ill — ^terrible. I could have borne anything almost but 
that. Without a doctor, without a nurse, left to the bungling 
of two rough men. It will be worse still when she comes to 
an understanding of her helplessness.' 

' You think she will recover } As I watched her this after- 
noon there came a transparency into her cheeks, and the 
crease between her brows melted, leaving a face of great calm, 
scarcely ruffled by a breath.' 

' Sorrow kills slowly, Frank. She will overcome this weak- 
ness. Do you remember how she stood on the bridge, scorning 
danger, when we danced down the river and the Captain was 
alive ^* 

' And now !' 

' Did you hear her call on her brother in the night ? So, I 
thought, would a spirit call upon its partner sent into the 
outer darkness. Each cry has taken a year off my life, and 
my heart is weak now from the pain of it. Do you think that 
my sister also will call like that ? I have been thinking that if 
a storm laid the ship on her beam ends, and whipped the 
masts from her, and called on us to fight for our lives, it would 
be a relief.' 

Frank laid his hand gently on the Lieutenant's shoulder. 

' Let us pluck up spirit and face the storm that is in us. I, 
too, had a spell of despair last night till I thought of Captain 
Pardoe and Mr. Dixon. Then I was ashamed of myself. I 
can see Dixon's face now as he smiled before he stepped 
down to his living tomb. What do you think they would 
say to us if they saw us making so poor a return for their 
lives y 

'You are right, my lad,' said Webster slowly. 'We must 
remember our duty to them.' 

' And to our Commodore.' 

' Ay ; God bless her !' 

' That's right,' continued Hume, with assumed cheerfulness. 
'Now do you make your reckonings, and we'll stand away 
for the nearest port.' 

' That will be Ascension,' said Webster, after a pause. 
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They arrived at Ascension on a blazing hot day, and dropped 
anchor in the blue waters of the little bay, enclosed, not like 
Funchal, in a setting of green, but by an arid shore, with a 
waste of sands stretching back to a lofty, sun-baked hill, on 
which glowed one solitary spot of green. There was the 
Convent of Sisters, and thither was Miss Anstrade taken in a 
slow-moving cart. 

Hume and Webster returned to the dirty Httle town, flanked 
on the inland side by a series of pits sunk in the sand for the 
habitation of pigs. Here they sadly arranged for the salvage 
of the Irene, and her crew shipped home on board a Cape 
steamer, they themselves remaining till Miss Anstrade was 
pronounced well enough, when they determined to take her 
passage on the first homeward-bound passenger boat. 

Within the patio of the white-walled convent, where the 
hot air was cooled by swinging mats and the spray of a 
fountain. Miss Anstrade, within a week of her arrival, was 
reclining in a long wickerwork chair, with two young men at 
her side. She had quickly recovered under the tender hands 
of the sisters, «uid was now listening to the plans made for her 
departure for England. She was c&essed in white, with a rich 
red rose for her only ornament, and a deep pallor in her cheeks 
from her recent illness, her figure, by contrast with the sun- 
browned men at her side, looking altogether slight and 
delicate. 

* I understand you are not returning to England ; what, 
then, if I may ask, are your intentions ? You surely do not 
mean to remain on this cinder ?' ^ 

' Do you remember,' said Hume, ' what I told you of the 
Golden Rock }* 

* A long time since, was it not ? but I remember it well, and 
the strange feeling of second sight that came upon me, so that 
it seemed to me I saw the flash and sparkle of the Rock in a 
savage land. I weaved a romance about it in that time before 
— before the world changed to me.' 

The two men looked inquiringly at each other, for they had 
found no romance in the thought of the Rock, only a thought 
of money. 

' Everyone,' she continued, in a dreamy voice, ' has a Golden 
Rock somewhere within the sweep of his horizon — a gleaming 
spot of brightness that fills them in times of depression with 
hope of better things. But you have not told me.' 
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' We have talked it over, and Webster has promised to throw 
in his lot with me, though I am afraid it will be a fearful loss 
of time to him.' 

* This man has no imagination. Miss Anstrade,' said Webster, 
with a faint smile ; ' but as for me, I thoroughly believe in this 
mountain of gold that awaits us, and look upon my fortune as 
already made.' 

' Ah ! yes, it is there ; and how happy you will be seeking 
for it, strong in your friendship and confident in your strength, 
while I — I must go back to the old Ufe, a prey to my thoughts.' 
She brought her brows together in a frown, and then leant 
back in her chair with an air of depression. 

'I am afraid,' said Frank slowly, 'there's little romance 
awaiting us, and little pleasure, for the difficulties are great.' 

' Still, you will be together, and the joy of companionship 
compensates. When do you go V 

* By the first opportunity after you sail. Miss Anstrade.' 

' So,' she said, with a sob, ' you abandon me — ^leave me to go 
back alone among strangers, with my memory !' 

' We will return with you, madam, if you wish it ; but we 
could be of no further assistance to you, else, be sure, we 
would not have thought of our plans.' 

' But I have money yet, and could equip another ship.' 

' Yes, madam ; but the war in Brazil is near its end. The 
news was brought yesterday. The Government has triumphed.' 

' Ah !' She let her hands drop in her lap, and looked 
straight before her. ' And what of my father ?' 

' G)lonel de Anstrade lost his life in the attack upon the 
Castle, whilst gallantly leading a sortie on the Government 
troops. He died like a soldier.' 

There was a long silence. She made a sign of the Cross, 
but gave way to no storm of weeping, being dulled by the 
force of grief. Presently a sister stole to her side, and they 
withdrew, going back to the httle town to await the arrival 
of the steamer from Cape Town, which was reported due 
within two days. 

Before that time, while they thought of returning for the 
last time to the convent, a cart drew up before the small hotel, 
and out of it stepped Miss Anstrade herself. 

' You see,' she said, with a wan smile, * I have recovered, 
and since you have not been to call on me, I have come to 
you.' 
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* We were just about setting off, having waited for certain 
information of the steamer. If the good sisters had allowed 
it, we would have remained near you all the time.' 

' Ay, kept watch and watch without the walls ; and every 
night we strolled to the fort to see the distant light on the 
Convent Tower. If there was anything amiss with you, the 
sister agreed to show two lights, when we'd have posted off.' 

' So you did not forget me, then ?' she said, with one of her 
old radiant smiles. 

' No more than the sailor could forget the lone star by which 
he steers in the dark night.' 

' We have your luggage ready. Miss Anstrade,' said Hume, 
after handing her to a seat on the balcony, ' and we are ready 
to go with you to England.' 

' And the Golden Rock }' 

* That can wait a few more months.' 

' There may be others in search of it. No, you must lose 
no time, for success will not wait upon your leisure. Remem- 
ber,' she said, with a despairing gesture, ' how delay marred my 
plan, leaving me without a comfort or a friend in the world.' 

' Are not we your friends ?' they said, looking earnestly at 
her. 

' Friends of a day — ^gone to-morrow — forgotten, and forget- 
ting in a week.' 

' You may forget,' murmured Frank ; ' but we will never.' 

She looked at them a moment steadily. 

' Women do not forget. Their lives are confined by con- 
vention, narrowed often by small duties — ^the memories they 
have of things outside their usual limit remain with them 
always. I will not forget — ^ah ! would to Heaven I could rub 
out the events of the liast month !' 

' Would you blot us out also ?' 

' Why not ? I cannot — ^but if I could, why not ? You are 
passing away into fresh scenes and excitements, where your 
regrets will vanish and your memories be blurred. But what 
is then left for me Y 

' You are young. Miss Anstrade, and it is not meant that 
youth should suffer.' 

' When do you sail ?' 

' We sail with you to-morrow/ 

' I am not going.' 

' What !' 
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' Yes ; I will remain here. There is work in the convent 
yonder for such as would forget.' 

' Good God !' said Webster, staring aghast at the face of the 
beautiful girl who so calmly talked of throwing her life away. 

' You cannot mean it/ said Hume, looking at her steadily. 
' No ; it is impossible. It would be cruel.' 

' I astonish you, my friends ; and yet, if you consider, it is 
very reasonable, this step of mine. I have talked with the 
gentle sisters, and found them steeped in a loving patience 
that knows no fear of the past and allows no dread of the 
future. Yet some of them gave up more than I do — brothers, 
sisters, even lovers.' 

' It is horrible ! And this island, of all places, with a 
copper heaven above and an earth of iron below.' 

' We can't allow it,' said Webster gruffly. 

' Then take me with you,' she said softly, as she bent for- 
ward, with a flush in her cheeks ; ' take me with you — for you 
have suffered with me ; men have sacrificed their lives for you 
as for me. Ah ! take me too ; I could not live alone with these 
memories.' 



CHAPTER XV. 

A QUARREL. 

So it came that they left behind them the arid rock of 
Ascension^ the murmur of the sea^ and all that it spoke to them 
of tragedy and defeated hopes. They had set out in quest of 
the Golden Rock, had passed from under the granite walls of 
Table Mountain, through the vineclad valleys of the Paarl, 
up on to the melancholy plateau of the Karroo, crossed the 
Orange River in the night, sped for a day through the treeless 
flats of the Free State, and had arrived at Pretoria — a town 
of strange contrasts, where the low-walled house of the old 
days stood in the shadow of the lofty modem building, where 
the slow moving Boer looked askance at the restless uitlan- 
ders — unwelcome visitors from the crowded haunts of Europe. 

Before them was the Golden Rock — the 'fairy spot,' 
already glorified by a halo of mystery — the goal of their 
endeavours, whose brightness lured them on, though they 
secretly feured it would always elude their grasp ; and behind, 
like a dream vividly remembered, was a vision of a calm sea, 
and brave men rushing to their death. For them there was 
no interest in the people around them; but they were ob- 
served and discussed with a freedom that did not stick at 
coarseness. 

In the veranda of the principal hotel, after dinner, when 
the men were smoking over their coffee, and there was no 
other lady but Miss Anstrade, drinking in the cool of the 
evening, the conversation grew both free and loud, especially 
at one comer, where a party of three leant with their backs 
to a balustrade, and laughed boisterously at each other s jokes. 

* She is an actress,' said one ; ' I can see that^ from the way 
she manoeuvres her fan.' 

' You are wrong, for a fiver. Why, she wears no jewellery !' 
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'Done with you. I say, Coetzee, step up and ask who 
she is.' 

'Coetzee daren't do it. Another fiver he does not ask.' 

' Stuff, man ; you should know better than to dare Coetzee 
after dinner. Eh, Piet ?' 

' What is it you say?* asked the third of the noisy group — 
a tall, powerfully-built young Dutchman. ' She looked at me 
a minute ago, and if it was not an invitation, I'm mistaken in 
woman.' 

' And you know them so well, don't you ?' said the first 
man, with a sneer. 

' None better, although the httle barmaid did throw him 
over for five feet ten of starched collar and eyeglass.' 

' You laugh, you skeppsels, but you know well I could take 
the two of you, one in either hand, and drop you into the 
street.' 

' Oh, yes, you are strong, Piet, as one of your own trek 
oxen ; but all the same, you daren't speak to that lady.' 

' Soh 1 Look, now !' And Piet, placing his soft hat 
rakishly on one side, swaggered down the veranda until he 
faced the group of three, who were calmly oblivious to all 
around. 

' Wie ben u, as ik maj vraa ?' said Piet, falling back on his 
native tongue, as the task revealed unforeseen difficulties 
under the calm gaze of a pair of magnificent black eyes. 

There was a sound of stifled laughter from the comer ; but 
the three people looked past Piet, as though he had not been 
there, and this disturbed him more than the laughter. He 
stood shufiling on his big feet a moment, then turned and 
went back, this time without any swagger, received by an 
outburst of mocking laughter, which brought a glitter into 
the eyes of Hume and a flush to Webster's cheeks, though 
they both appeared oblivious. 

It was not long before Miss Anstrade retired, and then the 
two friends, rising, went up to the other group. 

' Are you men ^imk }* said Hume bitterly, ' that you behave 
like blackguards, or is it because you know no better }' 
' We are not drunk, sir ; but it was a stupid business.' 
' Yes, we are sorry.' 

'Speak for yourselves !' shouted Piet, 'and let me deal with 
these verdomde uitlanders.' He laid his big hand on Hume's 
shoulder, and the next instant there was the sound of a heavy 

8 
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blow^ and he was stretched on his back^ shaking the veranda^ 
while Hume stood with frowning brows and clenched fist. 

' By Jove ! that was a clean blow,' said one of Piet's friends, 
' and he deserved it.' 

' Ay, and so do you,' said Webster sternly. 

The two men flushed, then they helped the Dutchman to 
his feet, and went off with him. 

' Frank, shake !' 

The two friends shook hands. 

' The next time it will be my quarrel. You were too quick 
for me then.' 

' You have to be quick,' said Frank quietly, ' when a man 
like that is about to strike or shoot. Remember that well.' 

' I did not think you had it in you to strike such a blow. 
Do you think there'll be more trouble ?' 

' If we remain here there will ; but we must get away to- 
morrow, and place it beyond the power of anyone to annoy 
Miss Anstrade.' 

'Ay, her position is trying. Don't you think, Frank, we 
have made a mistake ?' 

' We have, by all social rules ; but surely there can be no 
harm in friendship.' 

' Hang convention and social rules ! We have just seen 
the result of them in the behaviour of these men, who felt 
themselves at liberty to be impertinent, because she was not 
the wife or sister of either of us.' 

' Even out here in this new land we cannot escape the touch 
of suspicion, and she feels it deeply. Have you noticed ?' 

' I have marked a change in her manner lately, as though 
she had just awakened to the difficulties before her. Shall 
we ask her to go back ?' 

' She is very proud, and if we did so she would be deeply 
humiliated ' 

'Well, Frank?' 

'I could not bear to lose her.' 

'Nor could L' 

They remained for some time silent, looking ^ the starry 
heavens, when Hume spoke again. 

' We are friends, you and I. When she is with us day by 
day in the lonely veld we may both of us grow to love her, 
and how, then, will our friendship bear the strain of rivalry ?' 

Webster leant forward with a sigh. 
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' It is best to face the danger/ said Hume, in a low voice. 

'I love her already, my lad;' and the sailor threw his 
head up, with a deep flush in his cheeks. 'How could I 
help it ?' 

Hume drew in his breath and turned his head away. 

' Is that why you came }* he said, with his face still averted. 

' Hume, look at me ! Ah ! you love her also ?' 

Hume bowed his head. 

' And has your love already darkened your heart to me ? 
Lad, you are wrong. God knows I would let nothing come 
between you and me, still less because of your love for her ; 
but if you are suspicious of me, you have the remedy.' 

* And what is that }' asked Hume quickly, suspecting that 
Webster would offer to draw out. 

'Why, marry her now. It is your opportunity. She is 
distressed, and would see in marriage a way out of the 
difficulty.' 

Hiune's brows cleared ; he smiled, and stretched forth his 
hand. 

' No, no,' he said, ' that would be taking a mean advantage 
of her. We know each other's secret, and let us forget, 
treating her as our dearest friend, and beloved sister ; then 
when all is done, and she is once more settled, let each do his 
best to win her.' 

' That is fair, Frank ; but she is not for me, and I never 
dreamt she was. You will let nothing come between us.' 

' I will try, Jim ; but I hope she will leave her fan behind, 
for the play of it fires my heart' 

* Trust me, I'll bum it. And she goes with us }* 

' Of course ; for if she does not, we will never find the 
Golden Rock, because then neither you nor I would set out 
to find it.' 

The next morning they overhauled their outfit, consisting 
of a tent waggon, provisions for two months, span of eighteen 
oxen, and two Kaffir boys — one to drive, the other to lead and 
look after the oxen. 

While engaged packing the provisions in the bed of the 
waggon to make a level ground for Miss Anstrade's bed, for 
this was to be her room, Piet Coetzee, the big Dutchman, 
with two or three companions, lounged up and criticised the 
preparations. 

' Pay no attention,' whispered Hume ; ' they want to pick 
a quarrel, and we would then be locked up to a certainty. 
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' Heaven forbid ! No ; but I think it would be well if you 
placed a band of leather round the skirt.' 

' Leather ; good gracious^ why ?' 

' To prevent the thorns from ripping the dress into rags. 
The ** wacht-en-beetje " thorn will be always calling you to 
" wait a bit." Now, come and preside at our first meal in the 
veld.' 

When they were half through, the boy returned to the fire, 
sat down with his feet to it, and his hands spread out to keep 
the heat from his face. 

Hume rose and touched him on his shoulder. 

'Where have you been?' 

The boy shrugged his shoulders, and said in Dutch to his 
companion ; ' What says the Englishman ?' 

Hitherto, Hume had not spoken in Dutch, and the Kaffirs 
were off theuT guard. 

' Get up,' he said sternly, and as the boy did not move at 
once he jerked him to his feet. 

' Yoh !* he exclaimed, with a look of astonishment. 

' Now walk ;' and Frank pointed to the clump of bushes ; 
and the Kaffir, understanding from the gesture, sullenly went 
forward. 

' What is it ?' asked Webster, coming out of the shelter 
with Miss Anstrade. 

' I'm about to teach this fellow a lesson, which he needs, as 
he is evidently under the impression that we are greenhorns.' 

The whole party continued, the black suspicious and sullen. 
Miss Anstrade and Webster curious, and Hume with his brows 
knitted. On reaching the bush the Kaffir stopped and pointed 
to the oxen, which were grazing contentedly. 

Hume glanced back to the waggon, took in the direction 
taken by the two horsemen, then rounded the bush, and 
walked straight across to a point beyond the ridge which 
intercepted the road. There he stopped, and catching the 
black by his arm, directed his attention to hoof-marks in the 
dust, and the spoor of an in-toed native foot. 

' What did you say to the baas Y he asked. 

The Kaffir put on an innocent look, covering his mouth 
with his hand. 

' Measure his foot, Jim V 

Webster, who now grasped the situation, lifted the boy's 
foot, which was small, though broad at the root of the toes, 
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took the measurement^ then passed the string over the spoor 
on the dust. 

' It is his. What does it mean ?' 

' It means that he has some understanding with those two 
men, and that he left the waggon to meet them here.' 

He then sent the boy for the oxen with orders to bring 
them in at once, and returned with the others to the waggon 
to prepare for the next trek, the night trek and the longest, 
since the oxen worked better than in the heat of the sun. 

The waggon driver, Klaas, was still seated at the fire when 
they got back, and looked at them with a smile, which scarcely 
succeeded in disguising his anxiety, 

' Klaas, get ready to inspan.' 

' Inspan, baas, and the night is near by ! Better stay here, 
baas, till sun up. Plenty water, plenty grass, plenty better stay.' 

' It will be better for you to do what I tell you. Here 
come the oxen ; now, look ahve !' 

Klaas reached out for a coal, cradled it in the palm of his 
hand, and then deftly fixed it in the bowl of his long native 
pipe. He then rose and straightened out the trek tow, the 
long chain with the eight yokes. 

The eighteen oxen were driven up and formed up in a line 
on the left, when the loops of the rheims were passed over the 
wide horns, and the couples, in their proper order, pulled over 
to the other side, when they faced round, each couple to its 
own yoke. The pole was then fixed on over the necks, the 
throat-straps being passed round from * skei ' notch to ' skei' 
notch. When all were yoked the oxen were standing on the 
right, sideways, and at the word ' Hambaka ' — trek — ^the left 
ox of each couple had to bear the scraping of the chain as it 
was pulled over his back. 

Miss Anstrade watched the scene with great interest, being 
particularly impressed with the confident way in which the 
two Kafiirs handled the big homed oxen. 

There is a certain charm about waggon travelhng at night, 
and Miss Anstrade, seated later on inside upon some soft 
karosses, felt her spirits returning. The place which was to 
be her bedroom and boudoir for some weeks was not comfort- 
less by any means. Its length was about fifteen feet, the 
breadth across the canvas roof nearly six feet and the length 
from the level of the bedding about four feet six inches. 
From one of the laths there was suspended a lamp ; on one 
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side there were numerous canvas pockets tor toilet necessaries^ 
etc. ; and on the other a battery of three guns was lashed to 
the rafters. At the head of the tent the opening was closed 
by a heavy canvas flap, buttoned down, and kept in place at 
the bottom by the driver's box, and at the end there was 
another flap, which could be rolled up at will. 

Hume and Webster were seated at the back with their feet 
dangling. 

* What do you think was the object of those men,' asked 
Webster, ' in speaking to our boy ?' 

'That is what puzzles me. They may be merely curious 
about our venture, especially as our presence here would be 
inexplicable to Lieutenant Gobo, who last saw us hot-bound 
for Brazil, or they may suspect that we are in search of gold, 
as prospecting parties are continually setting out. Any way, 
I do not anticipate trouble from them.' 

' You are mistaken,' said Miss Anstrade slowly ; ' the men 
of the South do not forget an insult, and you deeply wounded 
the vanity of the little man at Madeira. You may be sure he 
has the will to injure you, and if the opportunity is provided 
he will do so. Why not make the servants confess V 

' At the proper time,' said Frank, who, since the journey 
had commenced, unconsciously adopted an air of authority. 
'At present they have a contempt for us, and may betray 
themselves out of carelessness, if, of course, there is any under- 
standing between them and our friends. And how do you 
like this slow mode of travelling }* 

' I hke it well ; there is a restfulness in the slow swing of 
the waggon, and in the stillness of the night, that soothes one. 
Will the journey be like this all the way V 

' Ah, no, we are in the beaten track now, in a quiet country. 
The dangers and the difliculties lie beyond the range of the 
ordinary traveller when we enter the wilderness. Then the 
loneliness of the slowly passing days and the brooding silence 
of the nights, broken only by the sudden clamour of wild 
beasts, will try your patience and fill you with regrets that 
you should have ventured away from the crowded cities.' 

' Sometimes there is pleasure in melancholy, and the wilder- 
ness has no terrors for me, no more than it has for the stricken 
deer that seek the deepest solitudes.' 

She took out her violin and played, while the men smoked, 
and the two Kaffirs, letting the oxen keep on in their way 
undirected, fell behind^ drinking in the music with delight. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

MISSING. 

It seemed as though the suspicions about the designs of Groot 
Piet and Lieutenant Gobo were groundless, as for two weeks 
they trekked on without an obstacle, though Frank found it 
necessary to check the growing impertinence of the Kaffirs by 
knocking Klaas down out of hand one morning, and by 
flogging the leader with a doubled rheim — a hint which brought 
about the proper degree of respect due by a native to a white 
man. They reached the rolling bush country without further 
incident, and found greater objects of interest in the diversity 
of animal life. 

One evening they drew up on a gentle rise above a river, 
and found themselves in the neighbourhood of a Boer trek. 
About thirty tent waggons, gleaming white in the dark, were 
drawn up in ranks of ten, their desselbooms all pointing to the 
north, and the space around thronged with troops of cattle and 
herds of goats and sheep. This was a party of 'Doppers,' 
shifting ground to get away from the vain delights and irri- 
tating chatter of the uitlanders, who had invaded the South 
in the wake of the gold miners. Their austere piety had 
risen in arms, and they were now in search of a remote spot 
where their eyes would not be offended by the spectacle of 
ungodly merriment. Their thin nasal notes as they chanted 
an evening hymn cut through the air fraught with a spirit of 
hopeless despondency at the wickedness of all things human ; 
but when the singing was over they allowed their morbid 
curiosity to draw them to the solitary waggon where one lovely 
woman, in outlandish costume, sat laughing with two of the 
despised uitlanders. The men, with their dark sombre faces, 
drew near to oiFer the accustomed hand-shake, but the women 
stood aloof, the younger ones giggling under their linen kapjes. 
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and the elder standing stolidly^ their hands folded in their 
aprons. 

' Who are you, and whence do you come, if I may be bold 
enough to ask ?' was the first question of the male spokesman ; 
and when Hume had courteously responded, there was one 
word spoken, and that was ' tabak.' A roll of tobacco was 
produced, plugs cut off, and shaved against the balls of big 
thumbs, all scarred with knife cuts and blackened with tobacco. 
The fri^gments were solemnly rolled between the broad palms, 
the pipes filled, and lit with coals from the fire ; and the best 
flavour can only be drawn from tobacco by a wood coal. 

Then they squatted down on their heels and stared solemnly, 
making observations enough to supply them with slow con- 
versations for a week on the frivolous manners of the strangers. 

Hume answered all the questions, and then asked for im- 
formation himself, from which he learnt that they had arrived 
at a good place for a halt, grass being good and water plentiful, 
with game in fair numbers a few miles distant from the road. 
They were told of a vlei five miles off, where some of the large 
antelopes gathered at sunrise, and getting the direction from 
the stars, Frank and Webster determined to walk there that 
night, so as to lose no time. 

After leaving a note with Klaas, now her humble slave, for 
Miss Anstrade, who had retired some time previously to her 
tent, and after seeing the oxen tied up to the trek tow, they 
set off with their guns, guided by the stars. Frank, with his 
old hunter s instinct ftdly revived, walked along through the 
deepening gloom without a tumble, but Webster damaged his 
clothing and his skin by repeatedly running into thorn bushes, 
whose long, white thorns, curved like the talons of an eagle, 
laid fast hold of him. 

Now and then a startled antelope would bound away, or a 
porcupine or ant-bear roll grunting across their track, while 
the notes of plovers and ducks flying overhead broke com- 
plainingly on the quiet air, and the far-off barking of dogs at 
the ' Doppers' ' camp accentuated the silence. Before morning 
they saw the faint, ghostly gleam of water below them, and 
lay down to wait for the first break of day, when they rose to 
take their bearings, so that they should not miss the route on 
their return, a catastrophe very likely to happen even to ex- 
perienced hunters in the bush country. Separating, they each 
selected a hiding-place by the water, and before long the cracks 
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of their rifles rang out sharply^ Hume securing a fine sable 
antelope^ while Webster, over-estimating the size of a buck, 
which loomed large in the mist, had no luck. After shifting 
ground, and walking for an hour, they each met with success. 
Some time was spent in gralloching the quarry, after which a 
fire was lit ; they had a bathe, and then roasted a steak of 
venison on the glowing coals. Then they covered the bodies 
with bushes, and picking up their course, returned to the out- 
span, which they reached at noon. 

They stood at the border of the bush struck with dismay 
and surprise. The open space so crowded the night before 
was now deserted. A few thin streaks of smoke rose from a 
number of white ash-heaps, two or three ringed crows croaked 
and gabbled hoarsely from a withered thorn, but there was no 
other sign of life. 

'Why,' said Webster, tilting his broad hat back, 'you've 
made the wrong port.' 

Hume walked out into the open, and stood by a heap of 
ashes. 

' This is the spot,' he said ; ' here are the marks of our 
scherm poles ; and there,' pointing to the dent of a small heel, 
' is her spoor.' 

' Then, where is she }' 

Hume pointed to the broad tracks of the waggon wheels 
leading north. 

'What the devil ! then she has moved away. Those 

swabs of niggers have mutinied and cleared. And we were 
fools enough to trust them. Thank God, they can't be far.' 

' No, they can't be far.' 

' Then come on, man ; with a trail like those wheel-marks 
before us we can overtake them before dark ;' and without 
more words, Webster strode rapidly on, soon to disappear into 
the waggon road, which struck into the bush beyond. 

Hume, however, stood by the dead fire, resting on his gun 
as though stupefied, but his keen eyes, ranging over every inch 
of ground, belied this. So far from being dazed, his faculties 
were fully alert, and presently he began quartering the ground 
in widening circles until he reached the edge of the bush, 
when he stopped under a spreading mimosa and keenly ex- 
amined the ground beneath. Stooping, he picked up a half- 
consumed cigarette, and then went at a trot after Webster, 
whom he met returning in a state of white fury. 
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' You take it very coolly/ growled Webster, ' lingering like 
this, when every minute is precious. The trail has been blotted 
out by a thousand hoof marks, and there is no more sign than 
a ship makes on the water. Why the devil don't you suggest 
something }* 

'Look here,' said Hume, holding out the fragment of 
cigarette. 

' This is no time to trifle,' said Webster, eyeing the thing 
impatiently. 

' No Boer smokes cigarettes.' 

'Well?' 

' Portuguese do.' 

' What ! Good heavens ! Has Gobo taken her off?' 

Hume ground his teeth. 

* I knew it,' he said ; ' I knew when those fellows took the 
trouble to speak to our boys on the sly that there was some 
devilment afoot, but I thought they Had missed their chance 
of playing some spiteful trick on us and had gone back. They 
must have had us in view all along until the opportunity 
offered. Last night their chance came, and they have gone 
off under cover of the " Dopper " trail.' 

' If they are with the "Doppers" we can easily overtake them.' 

' No ; they would keep ahead of the trek for a mile or so 
to hide their spoor, then they would fall behind and make off 
by some side-path or through the veld. Now, you skirt along 
the left side of the road, keeping watch for any waggon-track 
turning aside, while I go along the right.' 

They went on rapidly, in complete silence, with bent brows, 
and a fierce eagerness at the thought of soon meting out 
punishment. The task was not difficult. For the greater part 
the road passed through thickets of mimosas near enough to- 
gether to prevent a lumbering waggon from passing ; at other 
parts there were small banks where the ground had been cut 
into by the heavy wheels, and these would at once have shown 
signs where a waggon turned off ; and, at long intervals only, 
were stetches of hard, sun-baked ground, on which the track 
of wheels could only be faintly seen. 

Mile after mile they went, kicking up the dust, which 
stained their clofhing red and caked on their hands and faces, 
until their eyes glared as if from masks. Sometimes they 
would pause to straighten themselves and to rub th^ eyes 
because of the strain upon them, and once Webster gave a 
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shout ; but Hume^ after one glance at wheel-tracks a week old^ 
went swiftly on, and gradually their shadows lengthened out 
before them as the sun stood lower and the great heat was 
tempered by cool breezes. 

At last Hume made a sign to Webster, and turned sharply 
off to the right, along the track of a solitary waggon, and just 
at dusk they saw the gleam of white, amid a cluster of thorns. 
Forgetting their weariness, they started off at a run, which did 
not slacken until they came within a hundred yards, when 
Hume, with a gasp, drew up. 

The waggon was theirs truly ; but there was an unusual 
silence about. No fire shed its welcome light, the sails were 
down, the oxen were away, and there were no signs of life. 

Slowly they went up, with a nameless fear at their hearts, 
to find the tent empty, and the contents tumbled about and 
rifled. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE GAIKA. 

The two friends stood a moment gazing blankly at the empty 
waggon ; then Webster clambered in to see if by any chance 
Miss Anstrade had left a message^ while Hume^ in the fading 
lights hunted slowly around for spoor of hoof-marks. Darkness, 
however, soon closed, and they sat down with their faces in 
their hands. 

' The infernal scoundrels !* muttered Webster, springing up 
in a moment ; ' the cowardly hounds ! If they had a grudge 
against us, why could they not have wreaked their spite on us? 
Is it some mad freak, do you think, of that crack-brained 
Dutchman ?' 

Hume was silent. 

'Come, Frank,' said Webster, stepping up to his friend, 
* have you no idea ? I am at a loss in the veld ; but you, who 
have been here before, should have some confidence.' 

' I made certain she would be with the waggon,' said Hume 
drearily. 

* Let us get a fire alight, and when we have had some food 
we may hit upon something.' 

In a few minutes a bright fire was burning, with a kettle in 
position. Food was brought out from the locker, and once 
more they sat down, looking silently at the crackling fiames. 
Gradually the fire burnt away and they were left in darkness. 

'Well,' said Webster. 

' We have overrun the spoor,' said Hume gloomily. 

' Why, here stands the waggon !* 

' She never came as far as this. The waggon was brought 
on here to lead us astray. They met the waggon in the road, 
and have gone off* in a direction opposite to this. They may 
have circled round, struck the road below the old " outspan," 
and returned towards Pretoria.' 
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' Good heavens ! then they may be fit\y miles away ?* 

' Aye, and we are on foot.' 

Webster groaned. ' What next ?* 

* There is one hope. It is possible the Dutchman has a house 
somewhere in these parts, and, if so, we may find her before 
it is too late.' 

'Then let us start. With a lantern it is possible to dis- 
tinguish hoof-marks in the dust.' 

' Come, then,' said Hume, after a quick look round. 

The lantern was secured, and they strode off rapidly, Hume 
whistling. 

' For God's sake, stop that !' growled Webster. 

Hume whistled the louder. 

Webster gave one fierce look towards his companion, then 
strode ahead, but presently faced round. 

' Look here, Hume,' he cried, ' what is the meaning of 

this r 

' Go on,' said Hume, catching his friend by the arm. ' When 
I went to get the lantern I fancied I saw the figure of a man 
disappear from the far side of the waggon. It is probably one 
of our boys returning for more loot ; light the lantern now, 
and keep on down the road, making as much noise as you can, 
while I lie in wait for him.' 

' Don't let him escape,' said Webster, with great excitement. 
' Wouldn't it be better if we both went after him ?' 

' No ; leave him to me.' 

Webster went away down the road, swinging his lantern, 
and making vain attempts to sing, while Hume crouched down 
to the ground for some minutes before beginning his stealthy 
advance towards the waggon, whose position he guessed. 
When at last he caught the faint gleam of the white canvas 
he slowly circled round, and then stopped to listen. To his 
great relief he heard someone at work in the waggon, turning 
over the goods; and carefully he crept forward till he reached 
the desselboom, where he could hear the exclamations of the 
man inside as he groped among the packages. The echo of 
Webster's song — which had come fitfully — ceased, and the 
man, clicking his tongue, jumped to the ground, stood listening 
a moment, then went round to the fire, where he could be 
heard blowing at a coal. Hume slipped round the waggon, 
saw a dark figure crouching at the fife, the glow of the coal 
as he blew on it throwing out his round head, noiselessly 
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stepped forward, then flung himself on the Kaffir, biuying his 
face in the pile of ashes. There was a smothered cry, a fierce 
struggle, and Hume dragged the man to the desselboom and 
bound him fast with a rheim. 

Then he hollowed his hands and sent a shout ringing through 
the night to recall Webster, having first satisfied himself that 
his prisoner was Klaas the driver. 

Webster did not delay his return, and it was not long before 
he ran up, guided by the fire, which Hume had restarted. 

' Have you got him ^ 

' Yes ; lashed to the waggon.' 

' Thank God for that ! Let's look at him. Ah, you black 
devil, what have you done with the lady ?' 

Klaas blinked at the lantern, then sullenly looked away. 

Webster drew a sjambok from the side of the waggon,, a 
formidable weapon made from rhinoceros' hide, and made it 
whistle through the air. 

' Now I'll make you speak. Where's the lady ?' 

Klaas looked at the sjambok, and clicked with his tongue 
in token of defiance. 

' Leave him to me,' interposed Hume quietly. ' Of what 
people are you,' he asked the native ; * a Makatese ?' 

Klaas gave a click. 

'AFingo?' 

'Yoh!' he exclaimed, with a flash from his small black 
eyes. 

' Well, then, of what people ?' 

' A Gaika of the house of Kreli !' 

Frank looked at the man steadily, then suddenly spoke in 
Kaffir. 

' You a Gaika ; and you come like a dog of a Fingo in the 
night to rob those who have served you well, after playing 
the part of a jackal to the men who carried ofl* the lady !' 

The Kaffir made a sharp exclamation when he heard Hume 
speak his own tongue, gave him a swift, startled look, then 
hung his head. 

* Well, Gaika, what do you say before this baas cuts the 
marks of disgrace upon you with the sjambok ?' 

The Kaffir lifted his head. 

'What did the master say about the lady — the Inkosikasi ?' 

* I said dbe had been carried away ; but why repeat it, when 
you helped ?* 
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' It is true, baas^ I would have taken one of the things from 
the waggon — the thing that plays ; but I did not know that 
the lady had been taken.' 

'You lie!' 

' Yoh !' 

' Why did you steal away when we came ? Was it not 
because your heart was black ?* 

' Because the things had been disturbed by that Makatese 
boy. Let me speak. When the baas went to shoot there 
came a white man, with writing, saying we were to inspan and 
trek, so that the waggon would be near where the baas was 
shooting. We inspanned, and one white man came along. 
He said this was the place to outspan. In the morning another 
white man came with a cart, which drew up over there beyond 
the thick bush. They said the lady would go with them until 
you came back. Then I went off with the oxen to the water, 
and when I came back the cart was gone, and the lady and 
the white men, also the leader, and the things in the waggon 
were disturbed. So my heart was afraid, and I went back to 
the oxen.' 

' Is this story true ?' 

' Eweh, Inkose, it is true.' 

Hume took the lantern and went over to the bush, beyond 
which he found the tracks of a cart. 

Returning, he released the Kaffir, and told him to prepare 
food for himself He then related to Webster what he had 
just heard. 

Webster was for tying Klaas to the wheel all night, but 
Hume opposed this. 

They snatched a few hours' needful sleep, and were roused be- 
fore daybreak by Klaas, whom they had left seated by the fire. 

' Ah V said Webster, as his eye fell upon the Kaffir, ' I 
confess I expected he would have slipped off in the night, and 
his presence here is hopeful.' 

' A Gaika, like us, is a stranger in this country. We have 
talked to him in his language, and he will stick to us like a 
burr. We must leave the waggon to its own fate, I suppose }* 

' Ay, I could not stay behind. Nor could you.' 

' We must trust the Kaffir, then. Klaas !' 

' Baas !' 

' Bring the oxen near the waggon, and keep watch while we 
follow the cart' 

9 



CHAPTER XIX. 

FOUND ! 

They were about to starts when the Kaffir suddenly gave vent 
to an exclamation^ at the same time inclining his head in a 
listening attitude. 

' What is it ?' asked Webster. 

' Hush !* muttered Hume. 

The Kaffir shpped away into the bush on the left^ and 
Hume^ with a word to Webster, ran off to the right. 

A moment later Webster heard the gallop of a horse, and 
rushed forward with his rifle cocked, expecting he knew not 
what. Rapidly the hoof-beats struck sharper through the air, 
there was a crash of branches, a cry from the Kaffir, and a 
white horse cleared a bush and drew up. His rider lurched 
forward, and would have fallen had not Webster leapt forward 
in time. It was a slight boyish form he took in his arms, but 
as he was stooping with his burden to the ground he saw the 
face. 

' Laura — Miss Anstrade !' he cried, trembling as he laid her 
head on his knee 

' Have you stopped the horse }* cried Hume, as he darted up. 

Webster held up a hand wamingly, and Hume went down 
on his knees, and the two of them, with white faces, gazed at 
the insensible figure. 

Her short riding-habit was torn to shreds, her hands were 
scratched and bleeding, and across her white forehead there 
was an angry red wale. Her hat was gone, and the heavy 
plaits of her black hair had broken loose from their bindings. 

Presently, as they leant over her, half-paralyzed by conflict- 
ing emotions of joy, fear, and surprise, she opened her eyes, 
struggled to her feet, and sprang to the side of the horse. 

' Laura !' they cried. 
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' Ah, heavens, it is you. I thought ' She looked round 

wildly, then fainted dead away. 

' Ldbk at her hands, how they have been torn ;' and Hume 
gently pressed his lips to the fingers he held. 

' Some water !' cried Webster. 

'Yes, you run for the water;' and Hume passed his arm 
under the graceful head. 

Webster looked fiercely across at his friend. ' I can support 
her ; you go for the water.' 

' Klaas,' cried Hume, ' water, quick !' 

Klaas, who had been standing near, hurried up with a tin 
of water, which both young men attempted to take, the result 
being that the contents were spilled. 

' It appears you wish to quarrel,' said Hume. 

' No, sir ; but it is my right to support her.' 

' You are the first to break the contract which you yourself 
suggested,' said Hume bitterly ; then quickly rising, he went 
to the waggon, to return with a drop of brandy. A little 
water was scattered on the white brow, and when presently 
the dark eyes opened again, the cup was held to her lips. 

She rose up slowly, and looked long at them. 

'Ah,' she said, 'you must not leave me again.' 

' Take my arm to the waggon,' said Hume tenderly. 

' Let me carry you,' whispered Webster as gently. 

She looked at her wounded hands and smiled, but when 
she saw the forlorn condition of her dress her feminine in- 
stincts rose in alarm. 'Gracious heavens,' she murmured, 
' what a fright !' and vanished into the shelter of the waggon 
tent without support from either. 

The two friends regarded each other with cold looks, then 
fell apart without a word. 

' Baas,' said Klaas in Kaffir, ' here come more horses.' 

Hume picked up his double express and ran forward into 
the bush, while Webster, with gloomy and lowering brow, 
mounted guard at the waggon. 

' Halt !' rang out Hume's voice. 

' Verdomde,' came a startled reply, ' what say you }' 

'Drop that gun, drop it.' There was the dull sound of the 
gun falling. ' Now, come on slowly.' 

Horse and rider advanced into the open space, and Piet 
Coetzee sat in the saddle, casting uneasy glances about him. 

' Dismount/ said Hume sternly. 
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Slowly the young giant swung himself to the ground^ and 
stood sullenly regarding his enemies under his straight brows. 

' Take the horse^ Klaas^ find the baas's gun, and keep watch 
beyond the bush.' 

The Kaffir obeyed with a grin. 

' Now, Piet G)etzee/ said Hume, with a hard look in his 
keen blue eyes, and a tightening of his lips, ' if you have any- 
thing to say why you should not be tied to the waggon-wheel , 
and flogged, say it.' 

Coetzee flushed to his eyes, then folded his arms. ' I ani 
not a black man, that you should speak of flogging.' 

' It is a question of crime, and not of colour.' 

' Beware what you do or say,' said Piet threateningly ; ' if 
you flog a Boer you will be a dead man before the sun has 
risen again.' 

' Copae — have you anything to say ?' 

' What have I done ?* 

Hume picked up a rheim, made a running noose, and stepped 
up to the yoimg Boer. 

' I will kill you first !' hissed Piet, doubhng his great fist. 

'Be quiet,' said Webster; 'or I will shoot.' 

' Oh, yes ; you are two to one, and I am unarmed. Cowards !' 

' And you were two to one when you took away the young 
lady,' said Hume, and he slipped the noose over the broad 
shoulders and tightened it. 

' My God ! you will not flog me ?' 

'I will.' 

' But it is a dog's punishment. It will disgrace me for ever. 
Shoot me.' 

Hume pulled the end of the rheim through the spokes, and 
pulled on it, then made a hitch. The young Boer placed his 
foot against the rim, exerted his strength, and snapped the 
strong hide. 

' Now,* he shouted furiously, ' I will make you shoot,' and 
with a bound he seized the pole of the scherm and whirled it 
round his head. 

'What is this?' said a fresh voice, and Miss Anstrade, 
looking her old self, except for the angry red mark above her 
forehead, and the wounds on her white hands, stepped for- 
ward. 

' This is one of the men who carried you away,' said Hume, 
' and I threatened to flog him unless he could explain.' 



FOUND ! ISS 

' It is not so/ said Piet furiously ; ' you threatened me first 
and asked me nothing.' 

' Put your guns down/ said Miss Anstrade. 

The two friends obeyed. 

She walked quietly up to Piet, and took the pole from his 
hand. 

' You are angry/ she said quietly. 

'They threatened to flog me — me — a Boer in my own 
country. Verdomde, when my people hear of it they will 
whip every uitlander in the place.' 

' Perhaps they will ask your forgiveness ; and what has 
brought you here }* 

' I followed you,' he said. 

* Yes, true, you followed me, and why Y 

* Because — because ' He dropped his eyes. 

' Because I rode away ?' 

' Yes, on my horse.' 

' It was your horse you wanted, then ?' 

* Yes — no — it was you, and my horse which had run away 
with you.' 

She laughed. ' I see, it was the horse that ran away with 
me ; it was the horse that caused my hands to be torn, it was 
the horse that came in the night when my friends were away, 
and carried me off by force.* The smile was on her Mps still, 
but there was such a look of scorn from her eyes' that he 
trembled. 

' I do not understand,' he said humbly. 

'You know that I was taken from my friends at night, 
and you must understand, surely, that that was the act of 
robbers.' 

' But he said you wished to escape.' 

' Who r 

'That Portuguese Gobo. He told me you were of his 
country, and that these men were carrying you off into the 
desert, so that they could benefit from your death without 
being detected.' 

' Is this the truth ?' 

'I am a Boer,' replied the young Dutchman with some 
dignity, ' and I do not work harm to women. If the Portu- 
guese has made a fool of me I will wring his neck.' 

' He is a bad man. These are my friends who have helped 
me in great danger, and you caused them great suffering in 
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taking me away. You have acted like a child ; but it is be- 
cause I see you have been misled I forgive you/ 

She held out her hand^ which he took in his, while a flush 
of manly shame spread over his face. 

'Now, my brothers,' she said, with a brilliant smile, 'all 
shake hands.' 

Webster held out his hand frankly, but Hume refused. j 

' What,' she said, ' you will not forgive him ?' / 

* No, madam. If he has been the tool of a man more cunning 
than himself, he has been a willing tool. That mark across 
your forehead — how did it come there }* 

'From the lash of a rebounding branch, as I galloped 
through the bush.' ^ 

' I am very sorry,' said Piet. | 

'Then go,' shouted Hume, 'and thank this lady that you 
have not got what you deserved.' 

' I will remember you,' growled Piet, as he moved off, ' and 
maybe the sjambok you promised me will fall on your own 
shoulders.' 

Hume, with his rifle in his hand, followed the young Boer, 
and saw him mount and ride away, leading the other horse. On 
reaching a ridge Piet turned and shook his fist, then suddenly 
dropping his reins he took a deliberate aim at Hume. A 
full half-minute he kept the deadly weapon at his shoulder, 
then, with a laugh, let it drop to the saddle, and disap- 
peared. Hume, who had stood the ordeal with a bitter 
smile on his mouth, turned back to the camp and met 
Webster. 

' Your friend has gone,' he said. 

' Yes,' said Webster, whose face was deadly pale ; ' I saw 
his gun drop, and thought he had meant to shoot you.' 

'I was wishing he would fire.' 

' Frank !* exclaimed Webster. 

They looked at each other straight in the eyes, clasped 
hands, and then walked back together. 

Miss Anstrade went to meet them with a smile on her lips 
and a question in her eyes. 

' My poor friends,* she murmured softly, ' you have suffered 
a lot. I see it by your faces.' 

' And you V they said. >.. 

' I was confident you would find me if I could not escape.* 

' We were just starting off,' said Webster, ' after Frank had 
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found the waggon and learnt from Klaas that you had been 
taken off in a cart/ 

' Yes ; they managed that very well. They told me there 
was a young woman lying ill at a farmhouse near^ and asked 
me if I would not go, and they explained that, anticipating 
my consent, they had brought the waggon to a spot which 
would be convenient to you and to them. I saw no reason 
why I should not do a kindness, and after writing a note for you, 
which they promised to deliver, I was driven off to a cottage 
some eight or nine miles away. On ahghting, I saw for the 
first time that one of the two men was a Portuguese, and from 
his mocking air of courtesy my suspicions were aroused. Of 
course there was no woman in the house, and on being shown 
into a room I locked the door. They left me there all the 
morning, but in the afternoon they begged me to come out. 
The Dutchman then went away, and through a small window 
I saw him mount a horse and ride away with a number of 
dogs. The Portuguese then began to threaten, and next to 
batter at the door. Then he promised me in his generosity 
much wealth if I would tell him where you were going, and 
whether it was to find a hidden treasure.' 

' The little yellow brute !' growled Webster. 

' How terrified you must have been !' 

'On the contrary, I was quite cool, and when the door 
showed signs of giving way I opened it and asked him to 
enter. He did, with a sudden change to humility, and as he 
stepped in with his hat in his hand, I — well — I am afraid I 
knocked him down with a heavy stick.' 

' Bravo ! said Webster, laughing, while Hume flashed a swift, 
look at her and saw how rigid were the muscles about her 
mouth. 

' I would have escaped then, but on reaching the door I saw 
there were some black men seated about a fire. Returning 
to the room, I bound the man up with some ropes that were 
in the room, and waited. At night the Dutchman returned 
and knocked at the door. I said it was all right, whereupon 
— whereupon he laughed. After a time he slept, but the 
black men sat round the fire till the gray of dawn. Then I 
stole out, saddled one of the horses, and was silently moving 
off when one of the dogs barked ; the natives shouted, and I 
was seized with a mortal terror and fled, and my guardian 
saint led me to you. That is all.' 
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The two fnends looked at her for some moments in silence, 
and they recalled the figure of a girl standing on the bridge 
in the driving spume, unmoved by the shrieking of shells 
overhead. 

They then told her how they had passed the time, and 
when they had finished, the waggon was inspanned and the 
journey resumed. As the oxen had well rested, they made 
this time a long 'skoff,' trekking till sundown, when the 
waggon was drawn up under a wild fig-tree, whose vast 
branches afforded plenty of shade. Klaas hunted about for 
some leaves, which he brought to Miss Anstrade to place on 
her hands. A fire was built, the violin was brought out, and 
the men sat dreamily as the music floated on the soft air. 

The next morning Miss Anstrade stepped from the waggon, 
holding in her hand a small sporting Martini. 

' I wish to learn how to shoot,' she said gravely. 

' Good !' said Hume. ' It will be as well.' 

He showed her the action, and made her snap it from the 
shoulder. Then she inserted a cartridge. 

'Press the butt tightly to the shoulder, bring the left 
elbow well down, and press with your thumb as you pull the 
trigger.' 

She fired, and then practised at a mark. 



CHAPTER XX. 

A MYSTERIOUS CRY. 

For the next fortnight they struggled with the difficulties of 
the road; and Hume had to call to his aid all his resources in 
navigating his ship of the desert over boulder-strewn streams, 
up almost impracticable heights^ and down dangerous slopes, 
wherever the road zig-zagged above yawning precipices. His 
bared arms grew black under the sun, and by the time the 
Limpopo was reached he resembled in appearance one of the 
scattered Boer farmers whom they occasionally surprised in 
their journey — a man tanned to the colour of his own well- 
worn corduroys, with a face lined by the drying of the skin, 
the eyes narrowed through the constant effort to shut out the 
over-powerful light, and hands bruised, knotted and grimed. 
In this toilsome trek Webster had to squire Miss Anstrade, 
and since she dreaded the sight of the oxen straining under 
the yoke, and would get away from the sharp crack of the 
long whip, he was thrown much into her company as they 
walked on ahead for the next outspan. In the loneliness of 
the slow marches Hume soured rather, and in the evening by 
the fire it was some time before his silent fit would thaw to 
the needs of companionship, and the others, having exhausted 
every topic during the day's tete-a-tete, made little effort to 
dispel the gloom. In the veld there are few topics that can 
outlast a week, and then there is little to fall back upon but 
the eternal subject of religion, or the ways of nature. 
Wherever nature is uninteresting and the population is 
scattered, the mind of man fastens like a limpet on the rock 
of some verity of the Scriptures, or to the decaying trunk of 
superstition, and holds on to the end. The Boers in the 
Transvaal have quarrelled among themselves over their belief, 
and President Kruger'has taken up his rifle in defence of a 
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verse in the Psalms. Our friends had played about on the 
outskirts of religious controversy about the camp fire ; but the 
men had been firmly checked by Miss Anstrade, who possessed 
a woman's unquestioning faith^ and latterly they had become 
abstracted and dull, while Klaas, the Gaika, crooned to him- 
self the legends that hung about the dark kloofs of his own 
far-distant Amatolas. 

* Thank God !* said Hume, as he threw down his whip on 
the far side of the great river, ' we have at last got out of 
the Transvaal/ 

' It seemed to me,' said Miss Anstrade, ' that we were 
going on for ever until the waggon fell to pieces, and we 
grew too old to see. I have never been so dull in all my 
life, and am convinced there is a growth of fungus on my 
brain.' 

' And I,' said Webster, looking at his travel-stained clothes, 
' feel that I am turning into a second Rip Van Winkle.' 

'We are like a party of disreputable gipsies,' said Miss 
Anstrade, with a look at Hume, whose boots were torn, and 
whose outward appearance was scarcely an improvement on 
the many-patched garments of Klaas. * Let us get into a new 
outfit, and do you men act the barber to each other.' 

' Before recovering our respectability,' said Hume, * we 
must overhaul the waggon, grease the axles, repack, mend, 
and patch up.' 

They made a stay there, and the next evening, after 
several hours of hard work, the camp presented a trim appear- 
ance, and the three sat down, quite smartened up, and in good 
spirits once again, to dine off wild ducks and sand grouse. 
The map of Old Hume the Hunter was brought out and 
studied now on the very ground over which he had passed on 
his adventurous journey, and they found themselves, in their 
growing excitement, looking away to the south-east, to where 
the shadowy outlines of lofty mountains showed dark against 
the sky. Somewhere within that rugged casket lay the 
treasure that throughout the centuries had remained for them 
alone, and the flickering light shining upon their faces showed 
the flush in their cheeks as the thoughts of what its possession 
would mean flamed in their brains ; revealed also the stem 
look shot from one man at the other, at the second thought 
that, bound up with that treasure of gold, was that other 
treasure of a beautiful woman. 
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'Beyond that mountain/ she said dreamily, in her rich 
voice, 'lies Europe, ambition, power, pleasure, love. I wonder 
which of these you will follow when the mountains have given 
up their secret,* 

* Give me a house by the sea,' said Webster, * and a wife I 
love, and who loves me.* 

* And the sound of the sea would stir the sailor in you, and 
one day your wife would be looking at a white speck in the 
horizon, and you would be walking the bridge again.' 

' And she would not grudge me that if she loved me,' he 
said quietly. 

Hume cast a swift look at Webster, whose face had turned 
white, and he had reached out his hand, for to both of them 
there came, at that moment, the thought of Captain Pardoe 
and his betrothed. 

' What is it }* she asked, noting the action. 

Hume looked at Webster, and then told the story of the 
lovers who had waited so long. 

' But how,' she said, in low tones, ' did you know each 
other's thoughts Y 

The two looked at each other. 

' We also are waiting,' said Hume, with a sad smile ; but 
from that moment the shadow of distrust that was coming 
between them melted before the sympathy revealed by that 
one chance word. 

They talked then, as they had often done before, of Captain 
Pardoe and the gallant men who went down on the Smft, and 
planned how they would help the widows and children out of 
the Golden Rock. And as they talked there came through 
the darkness a startling cry as of a human soul in agony — so 
wild, so sudden, that they leant towards each other, and 
Klaas bolted under the waggon with a cry of ' Amapakati !* — 
' Wizard !' 

Again it was repeated, a long quivering cry. 

Hume took his rifle from where it stood against the waggon, 
and, bidding Webster stay, slipped into the darkness. The 
minutes passed by slowly to those two, standing with bated 
breath, listening for any cry or token that would break the 
spell. Ten minutes, twenty minutes, half an hour, went 
wearily by, and still there was no sign ; then Webster shouted, 
but without response, then fired his rifle. 

' I must go after him,' he said. 
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' And I will go, too. We should not have let him face that 
terrible darkness alone.* 

' I will go alone.' 

' No, no, I cannot stay behind. Let me get the lantern,' 
she said feverishly, and quickly imhitched the lantern from 
its hook under the canvas ' scherm,' at the same time picking 
up her rifle. 

* This way,' said Webster, and they descended rapidly the 
slope leading to the river, from which there came a rippling 
noise strangely mysterious in the dark. The shaft of Hght 
swept around from left to right over rocks and ant-hills, and 
nodding bushes, and at every dark object they strained their 
eyes. Then there came a sound that chilled their blood : the 
noise of a body falling in the water, followed by a deep 
groan. 

' Frank,* she cried ; ' Frank, where are you ?' 
The reply was unexpected and startling. 

* He is dead,' said a voice, hollow and unnatural ; ' and 
so will perish all who try to find his secret* 

Miss Anstrade shuddered with horror, and clutched Webster 
by the arm. 

' What is it .'** she asked, in a thrilling tone. 

With an answering shudder, Webster threw up his gun and 
fired in the direction of the voice. After the brilliant fiash, 
the darkness closed in blacker than before, and when the 
echoes of the report had rolled away in the sullen mutterings 
down the valley the silence was the deeper. They waited 
long, then went on quickly to the river, where they stood 
above the rushes, looking at the gleam upon the dark water, 
and Hstening with pale faces and beating hearts to faint 
whisperings and gurgling noises. Webster put his hand to 
his mouth and called, but his voice broke in a hoarse whisper, 
and he called again. There was no answer but the wail of a 
jackal, and after that the far-off booming of a lion's roar. 

' It is horrible,' she whispered, looking round over her 
shoulder, and pressing closer. 

'Let me take you back.' 

* No, this way ; let us go along the river.* 

Again there came a splash from the river, and then, within 
the shaft of light Hashing on the water, there glowed two 
glittering green specks. 

' Look !' she said, with a gasp. 
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* Hold the lantern/ he said quickly. The rifle rang out, 
and then the water was lashed into foam, and a dark body 
showed for a moment in the Ught. 

' A crocodile/ he said, with a nervous laugh. 

' A crocodile ! Can it— oh, merciful heavens— do you re- 
member when we saw the Irene — the shark ?' 

' Don't,* he said, laying his hand on her shoulder. 

A deep sigh came to their straining ears, followed by a 
confused noise. 

' Oh,' she cried, ' if I could only see what forms there are 
about I would not be afraid.* 

* I think that noise is from the oxen,* he said. 

' Baas,' came a warning shout, ' pass op de leeuw !* 

' That is Klaas — what does he cry } The leeuw — the lion 
— is it not.J^ Ah, that is better. Give me the lantern 
again.' 

She took the lantern, while Webster, with his rifle ready, 
kept by her shoulder, and they slowly advanced, following the 
shaft of light for the reflection of the lion*s eyes. Presently 
an ox moaned, there was a sound of horns clashing as the 
oxen bunched together, then the ground trembled to the roar 
of a Hon, followed by the wild rush and crashing of branches. 
When they reached the waggon there was not an ox remain- 
ing. The Gaika, who loved his cattle, was raging about with 
a lighted brand in one hand and an assegai in the other, hurl- 
ing insults at the Hon. 

'Mij ossa,* he said; 'mij mooi swaart-bonte ; oh! verdomde 
leeuw !* 

' Where is the baas ?' asked Webster, at his wits' end. 

' The baas is dead,' cried the Gaika ; ' mij ossa es dood, imd 
ek is dood.' 

Webster took the Kaflir by the arm and shook him. ' Stop 
this noise and build up the fire.' 

Klaas obeyed, piHng dead brushwood on the coals tiU the 
flames mounted up, and shone on the white canvas and on the 
pale faces of Miss Anstrade and Webster, who stood looking 
out into the darkness for their missing friend. From far there 
sounded the wild beUow of an ox, followed presently by the 
complaining, wailing cry of a jackal and the devilish laugh of 
a hysena. 

' The lion eats,' muttered the Kaffir. 

They longed for the light of day to reveal the dark mystery 
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that hedged them in^ and^ above all^ the meaning of that voice 
and its warning. 

* Klaas^ did you hear someone calling before I fired the first 
time?' 

* Neh^ sieur^ I heard the lady call^ and then the voice of the 
jackal^ who led the lion here.' 

' Can we have been mistaken }' she whispered ; ' and yet I 
heard it plainly : *' He is dead^ and so will perish all who seek 
his secret" ' 

' He cannot be dead,' said Webster fiercely ; ' I will search 
again.' 

« This time Miss Anstrade remained by the fire, her rifle 
across her knees, and her eyes following the Will-o*-the- Wisp- 
like flashings of the lantern, while out of the blackness there 
rang the voice of Webster calling for his friend, a mournful 
cry that drew no response but the murmur of the river, and 
the still more plaintive call of a plover overhead. And sitting 
by the fire, with the Hght shining in her eyes, and her face 
resting on her hands, she still heard the voice calling out that 
Hume was dead, and she was sitting so when, after a long 
search, Webster came wearily and hopelessly back. 

Before the morning, completely worn out, they dozed at 
their posts, and when there was light enough to show the 
ground the Gaika slipped away like a shadow towards the 
river, quartering the ground as he went, with his body bent, 
and his thin wide nostrils quivering. Reaching the river, he 
dwelt awhile over the spoor made by Webster, picking up an 
empty cartridge, then went up to the right, and presently, 
with a startled look, darted forward to where there projected 
the butt of a rifle from the rushes. It was Hume's, and as he 
hfted it his quick glances roamed over the ground, noting the 
bruised grass, and then with a ' Yoh ' he jumped back, for a 
man stood beneath a tree looking at him with feverish eyes. 

' Yinny,' said Klaas, fingering his assegai, and stooping his 
head to get a clearer view of the figure which was in the shade, 
then he rushed to the tree with a cry, ' Baas, baas !' 

It was indeed Frank Hume, gagged and fast bound to a 
mimosa-tree. j^r^^M^ ^ 

As the sun streamed over the valley the two sleepers by 
the djdng fire awakened, and their haggard faces told how 
real had been the nightmare of the long night. The morning 
mist lay in a thick blanket over the river, and they shuddered 
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to think what tragedy lay concealed under that winding-sheet, 
then started up to the sound of muffled voices, and the next 
minute advanced to meet two forms that loomed up vast. 

' Halloa !* came a hail in a well-known voice. 

' Thank God !' cried Webster, springing forward ; but Miss 
Anstrade stood with her hand to her heart, looking wildly at 
this apparition. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

THE UNKNOWN. 

' Thank Heaven you are alive !' cried Miss Anstrade, taking 
his hand in both of hers, and looking with tear-dimmed eyes 
into his face. ' It seemed I was not free here from the curse 
that falls on those who are dear to me.' 

She drew him to a seat, still holding his hand, and Webster, 
busily engaged in making hot coffee, stopped at times to place 
his hand affectionately on Frank's shoulder. 

* And where have you been all this fearful night ?* 

' Tied to a tree. Three times the Hght from your lantern 
fell upon me, and twice a hyaena came and stared at me. 
Ugh, the brute !' 

' Tied to a tree } How did it happen, and that voice, did 
you hear it calling }* 

Frank shuddered slightly. 

* I heard it,* he said, ' and I would have thought it super- 
natural, so like my uncle's voice it was, had it been possible 
for a spirit to >knock me down and bind me.' 

'Strange,' she murmured. 'I also thought it was your 
uncle calling, though I had never seen or heard him.* 

' It struck me to the marrow,' said Webster, ' and I fired at 
the sound out of sheer terror.* 

They all sat silent for some time pondering over the 
mystery. 

' It is beyond me,* said Hume wearily. * When I left you 
last night I expected to find some black, perhaps a woman, 
from the terror in the somid of her cry, fallen into the river, 
or caught by a crocodile, and I ran down to the bank, making 
noise enough to inform anyone of my whereabouts. On 
reaching the river I stood still, and without the shghtest 
warning was felled to the ground. On recovering conscious- 
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ness I found myself bound to a tree and gagged. It all 
happened within the space of ten minutes alter leaving the 
waggon.* 

' The cry was a decoy, then ?' 

' It must have been.' 

' You saw no one V 

^ No, nor heard the step of my assailant, though at the time 
I was listening intently,' 

* His feet must have been naked, then V 

' Not necessarily, for he may have worn veldschoens, which 
give no sound. I examined the ground with Klaas before 
coming up, and we could see no spoor beyond that made by 
our party.' 

* What possible object could he have had,' mused Webster, 
' since it was not your death he sought ? Do you think he 
mistook you for someone else }* 

' Impossible I Whoever did it must have watched us, and 
he could only have mistaken me for you. No one has a grudge 
against you.' 

' I see it !* cried Miss Anstrade, who had been looking with 
knitted brows into the fire. 'Just before dusk we were 
talking of the Golden Rock. It was possible for an enemy to 
creep up undetected and to listen to our talk.' 

* Yes,' said Hume, and he felt for the pocket-book that 
contained the map. 

'That is it,' she cried ; ' they have taken your secret.' 

Frank opened the book with trembUng fingers, while the 
others gazed anxiously, leaning forward. 

' It is gone,' he said, starting up. 

While they looked at each other, with pale faces, Klaas 
came up. 

' Baas,' he said in a low voice. ' Baas,' he repeated. 

' Well ?' said Hume sharply. 

' De ossa is gone.' 

' What !' shouted Hume, glad for some excuse to give vent 
to the anger and bitter disappointment that filled Irnn. 

' They were stampeded by hons,' said Webster. 

' Didn't I tell you to have them properly tied ?' 

f Yoh, my baas I But the rheims ; someone cut them in 
the night. Come, see !' 

' Good heavens ! Can this be true ?' 

They ran to the trek-tow^ and there saw that the tough 

10 
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rheims which secured each ox to the chain had been severed 
by a sharp instrument. 

Hume laughed bitterly. 

' Upon my soul/ he said, 'you must think me a nice leader.' 

' We can walk/ said Miss Anstrade, looking to the distant 
mountains. 

' We could make a raft from the waggon timber, and float 
down the river,' said Webster, 

'It is not the loss of the oxen I fear. We will recover 
enough of them to continue ; it is the ease with which these 
unknown enemies have succeeded in their plans that troubles 
me. Now that I have lost the map I believe there does exist 
a Golden Rock, and their cunning and superior woodcraft will 
enable them to win it.' 

' Nonsense,* she said ; ' they succeeded because we were off 
our guard. Now we know what we have to expect, we will 
oppose our wits to their cunning.' 

' It is too late — they have the map— and will have a long 
start.* 

' There was nothing in the map,* said Webster, ' that I could 
not describe with a stick on this patch of sand.* 

' Besides,' she said, with spirit, ' do you suppose I am going 
to give up the search after coming all this way ?* 

' You are right,' replied Hume ; ' but it does not improve 
one's spirit to be fast bound to a tree .all night with a hand- 
kerchief in your mouth. Map or no map, we must find the 
Golden Rock.' 

' That is better,* she said, with a smile. ' Now, then, let us 
do something.* 

Klaas set the example by starting off on the spoor of the 
oxen, armed with assegai and kerrie. Miss Anstrade sat down to 
draw, from memory, a facsimile of the lost map ; Hume walked 
on to a small kopje to plan out the route, for there was no 
trace of road here ; while Webster went down to the river to 
see whether he could decipher any explanation of the night's 
mystery on its broad and shining surface. Long he listened 
to the murmur and ripple of the shallow river against huge 
round and jagged boulders strewn across its bed, and gazed 
into the dark beds of shade cast by the wild palmiet, but 
nowhere was there any trace of human hfe — not so much 
even as a piece of driftwood fashioned by man, or a broken 
beer-bottle, sign throughout the world of the passage of roam- 
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ing Englishmen. Overhead passed a flight of cranes^ their 
long legs trailing behind like rudders to steer them in their 
heavy flight, and from their long bills emitting, at intervals, 
the harsh cry with Nature's melancholy note, while flocks of 
' sprews,' the white-belhed African starlings, flew, with noisy 
clatter, from side to side, and gray monkeys, their black faces 
rimmed in white, grimaced from waving branches. As he 
went down the bank, in and out among the thick bushes and 
clinging thorns, he started a troop of wild buffalo, which 
crashed off with many an angry snort, and a minute later was 
brought to a sudden stand by a moaning sound of no great 
volume, but conveying an undoubted warning. It proceeded 
from a cluster of rushes, and he moved his head from side to 
side in an endeavour to see what caused it, succeeding presently 
in detecting a shght movement made apparently by a small 
creature like a rat Smiling at his doubts, he stepped forward, 
when once again the moaning was repeated, and he stooped 
down to peer more narrowly into the thicket. Then he saw 
that the small object was the tuft of a tail, and following the 
direction, he made the indistinct outline of a large animal 
crouching flat, and then, with a start, he met the full, fierce 
gaze of the yellow eyes. Cautiously he stepped back foot by 
foot until he reached the shelter of a tree, when the rushes 
shook, and out sprung a full-grown lion, which, after one look 
at him, trotted off after the buffalo which he had evidently 
been stalking. 

' Phew !' said Webster, his heart thumping, ' I suppose 
Frank would have shot the beggar, but hang me if I wasn't 
pleased to see him cut.* 

He waited for some time till his heart beat more regularly, 
then advanced with greater caution, examining each cluster of 
rushes and dark patch of bushes very carefully before passing. 
Half a mile further on the river took a bend and swept against 
a rampart of huge rocks flanked by a krantz, the home of a 
pair of white-headed eagles, whose harsh screams wakened 
weird echoes. Attracted to the wild spot, Webster stepped on 
one of the rocks, which jutted into the swirling water, to 
examine the krantz, and, noticing that caverns had been worn 
into the base by the water, he sprang from rock to rock till 
his way was barred by a smooth wall of slaty rock, which rose 
considerably above his head. Slinging his rifle over his back, 
he made use of his seamanship and quickly scaled the slope. 
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slipped down on the other side, manceuvred a narrow ledge, 
and stood in the first of a row of caves. There was nothing in 
this but a half-eaten fish, left evidently, from the signs, by an 
otter, but on rounding a slippery comer he entered a roomier 
cave. To his intense surprise, he saw that it had been oc- 
cupied, and that recently. The walls and roof were blackened [ 
with smoke ; on the smooth fioor was a pile of ash, with the 
burnt ends of driftwood around, and on a ledge at the back 
was a mass of dried grass which had evidently served as a 
couch. He disturbed this with his gun, and dislodged a skin 
bag made of the entire skin of a monkey, the neck serving as 
an opening. Stepping to the mouth of the cave, he emptied 
its contents. These consisted of a copper cylinder, such as 
Kaffirs use to keep their ' passes ' clean, a necklet of crocodile 
teeth, a bracelet of solid ivory, stained with tobacco, and a 
lump of quartz, rounded at the edges from much friction. 
There was nothing in the cylinder, and Webster after a curious 
inspection of the quartz, which was heavy as lead almost, re- 
placed the articles, and returned the bag to the ledge. He 
entered two other caves without finding an3rthing fresh, and 
returned to the waggon, where he reported his discovery. 

' You saw nothing to indicate whether the occupant was a 
European }' asked Hume. 

* No ; and I took it for granted he must be a black.* 
' Natives don't, as a rule, lead soUtary lives, and still less 

could one of them dwell in loneliness by the side of a river, 
though the place may be the secret retreat of a witch-doctor.' 

' Perhaps,* suggested Miss Anstrade, ' the imknown visitor 
of last night and this hermit may be one and the same.' 

' Well,' said Hume, ' it is worth looking into ; but in the 
absence of Klaas it would not be wise to leave the waggon.' 

* ril run down and get the bag,* said Webster ; ' for there is 
nothing else in the cave from which you could draw conclusions.* 

He started off, and in half an hour returned with the bag. 

' This is Kaffir work, certainly,* said Hume ; ' but,* putting 
it to his nose, 'it has not the native flavour, strong and 
pungent. This string of teeth threaded on a gut is native, 
and so is this bracelet. Humph ! Quartz. What a weight !' 
He opened his knife and scraped the surface. 'Why, look 
here ; it is half gold.' 

A streak of shining yellow showed on one side, between two 
white veins of crystal. 
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' It's as rich as that piece which my uncle broke from the 
Golden Rock. I wonder where he found it ?* 

* There's something more in the bag/ said Miss Anstrade. 
' It's the empty cylinder/ said Webster. 

She slipped her hand in^ drew out the little tube and opened 
it, at the same time uttering a cry of surprise. 

' Look here !' she said, drawing out a roll of paper. 

'I swear/ said Webster, with excitement, 'it was empty 
when I found it, for I placed my finger in.' 

She flattened the paper out, and looked at them with eyes 
wide opened, and a flush on her cheek. 

There, in her hand, lay the missing copy of the map ! 

Each in turn took it, turned it over and over with a blank 
look. 

' Well, I'm hanged,' muttered Webster, under his breath. 
' That fellow must have placed that paper in the tube after 
I left the cave, and probably watched me the whole time, 
yet I never caught a glimpse of him.* 

* He is some half-witted native,' said Hume, after a long 
pause. 

' You forget the cry, after your disappearance. That was 
the voice of a white man who knew you or your uncle, and 
had learnt the object of our journey.* 

' True, I had forgotten that. Still, one of my imde's men, 
escaping from the attack made upon his camp, may have 
taken up his home in the cave, and have lost his mind in the 
solitude. Such a man might have learnt about the Golden 
Rock, and he would have picked up a few words of English.' 

They now heard the lowing of oxen, and presently Klaas 
appeared with the runaways. Hume quickly counted fifteen. 

' Well, Klaas, did you search far ?' 

The Gaika stretched his naked arm out and swept it round. 
* They stood all about, some in one place, some in others, but 
I whistled to them, and they were joyful to see a man. Three 
I could not find, but the body of one.' 

* You have done well, Klaas. What are these things ?* and 
Hume handed over the bag and contents. 

' Yoh ! Kaffir man made these, but a white man uses them.' 
f A white man ?' 

' Yah, sieur, it is so. It smell white man.' 
The three looked at each other with uplifted eyebrows, 
while Klaas turned the necklet over in his hand. 
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' That settles it/ said Hume. ' Let us search for the stranger. 
But, as he may be on the look-out, I will make a circuit to the 
top of the krantz, while you go towards the base, and leave 
the bag on some rock that can be seen from above.' 

This was done. Webster placed the bag on a rock well 
out in the river, and then retired towards the camp, while 
Hume watched behind an aloe. For an hour he waited with- 
out seeing aught, then descended to the bottom, and himself 
examined the cave, without, however, finding any fresh 
evidence. He then returned to the camp. 

' It is no use,* he said ; ^we should be wasting valuable time 
in searching for this mysterious being. If he had some design 
in taking that map we should be serving his purpose by linger- 
ing here. " Inspan, Klaas.' 

The oxen were yoked, and the waggon moved on slowly, 
Hume going ahead to mark out the road, and Webster, taking 
the ' trek-tow,* or looped rheim to guide the leaders. 

Before dusk the)' outspanned on a grassy knoll, and set to 
work at once with axes to build a fence round. The oxen 
were driven to^the water, allowed to graze a short time, then 
driven into the enclosure and tied up. Fuel was stacked up 
in preparation for fires, supper was made and eaten, and then 
they sat talking about the man of the krants until the 
clamorous howling of jackals warned them to be on watch. 
Miss Anstrade retired to the waggon, the sail was drawn 
down and two huge fires lit, one on either side of the oxen. 
Hume crept under, the waggon, and was soon in a deep sleep, 
while Webster and Klaas, on either side the waggon, kept 
watch. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

A STARTLING VISIT. 

To Webster there was nothing unfamiliar in the lonely watches 
of the night, and the first long silent stretch recalled to him 
many a fleeting memory of hours spent upon the bridge amid 
the dark waters, when the mystery of night would close down 
upon the ship, bringing with it all manner of fancies and 
haunting superstitions. There was here, in this unpeopled 
land, the same brooding stillness, the same murmur in the air; 
and the deep darkness, too, was instinct and alive with the 
same sense of things unreal. It seemed as though, beyond 
the flickering circle of ruddy light cast by the crackling fires, 
there were forms peering in, under cover of the shadows which 
concealed them, at those within the light, and now and again 
he would strain his eyes and finger the rifle that rested across 
his knees. 

The minutes sHpped by quietly, with an occasional sigh 
from a contented ox; then the long, wailing cry of a jackal rose 
and fell, to be followed, as though it were a signal, by the 
deep, hollow growl of a lion. The oxen stirred uneasily, and 
Klaas came softly up with hie red blanket wrapped about him. 

' Seen anything, Klaas i^' 

' Nix, sieur ; but I hear de Jeeuw.' 

' Will he jump the fence ?' 

' £k dink so. The wind blows across, and he will come 
from that side.' 

' We will hear hhn when he springs ?* 

' Neh, baas, he will come over where it is dark, and lie still 
against the ground, so that we could walk up to him without 
seeing, though he sees us.' 

Webster picked up a bull's-eye lantern, pushed back the 
slide, and shot a vivid fan-like shaft into the gloom. 
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' Come, then, you hold this, and I will shoot.' 

They piled fresh wood on the fires, then mounted to the 
waggon-box, and tried the range of the light over the oxen. 
At the radiance they turned their heads, and their large eyes 
shone reflected. Webster pushed back the slide, and they 
sat waiting — the one with his finger on the trigger of his 
Express, and the other with the lantern, which sent up a 
steaming vapour into his face, and a faint reflection shining 
upon his gleaming eyes. 

Presently, just beyond the fence on the right, there broke 
out a booming roar that made the air vibrate, and brought 
the oxen to their feet. It died away in a hollow growl, and 
was repeated again and again from different quarters. The 
oxen bunched together, and Miss Anstrade knocked against 
the tent, while Hume called out from his lair beneath the 
waggon. 

' It's all right,* said Webster, * the fires are burning, and we 
are prepared.* 

Hume crept out, and finding that the back of the waggon 
was unprotected, he hung a lantern there, and then went 
back to his couch, with the muzzle of his rifle pointing into 
the light thus thrown. 

Klaas called out to his oxen by name to soothe them, and 
at the sound of his voice the two great red-and-white 
wheelers laid down with a grunt. 

For a time there was a spell of stillness, more disquieting 
than the terrific chorus that had awakened far-off echoes from 
every roving troop of jackals. 

' De leeuw talk now,* whispered Klaas. 

' Talk — what about ?* 

' They tell what they do. The young ones wait over there 
and shout ; the old man creep round on this side, say nothing, 
and jump over.* 

' And you think they are settling that plan now }' 

* Yoh, sieur ; they make plan, bymby begin work. See, there !* 

A second burst of roaring made the ground tremble, and the 
movement and the vibration in the air seemed to communicate 
more quickly the terror in the sound. It swelled and fell, and 
rose again, and at each pause the after-growl came in more 
threatening and ferocious. 

' There, baas,* said the Gaika, in a thrilling whisper, dropping 
his long hand in a fierce grasp on Webster*s arm. 



A STARTLING VISIT 153 

' What ?' asked Webster, raising his rifle, and looking 
eagerly to the left. 

' He jumped just now. Is the baas ready ?* 

'Yes.' 

The slide was opened, and the brilliant light, released, shot 
out into the darkness beyond the fires, and, under the steady 
hand of the Gaika, swept along the fence, throwing out the 
white scars on the broken branches. It crept back again, and 
the two men, with eager eyes and every nerve alert, followed 
the beam for sign of the fierce visitor. Three times the light 
swept over the ground, and Webster levelled his rifle ; but 
just then the lamp was held still and the Kaffir made a slight 
noise, while his breathing became quicker. 

Webster followed the Hght in vain. 

' What is it Y he whispered. 

' Skit, baas, skit !* said the Kaffir. 

* I can see nothing.* 

' There, there, sieur !* pointing with his assegai. 

Suddenly out of the path of the light, near the ground, and 
apparently detached from any object, glared two balls of yellow 
fire, and at the same time came a low growl. 

Guided now by these two luminous orbs, Webster saw a faint 
outline on the yellow ground. 

The Kaffir clicked with his tongue impatiently. 

Webster sighted between the eyes and fired. 

Upon the report there followed a savage roar, and the next 
moment the waggon shook to the thud of some great body 
hurled against it. 

There was a shriek from the waggon, then a muflled report. 

' What is it Y shouted Hume, as he crept out from under the 
waggon. He caught the lantern and rushed round, just as 
Webster had slipped another cartridge into his rifle. The up- 
roar was terrific. The oxen bellowed as they strained at their 
rheimsj the lions beyond the fence roared, and from beside the 
waggon there rose a series of blood-curdling growls and 
coughs. Both guns flashed out together and the assailant 
laid stretched out. It was a huge yellow-maned Hon, still 
gasping. The Kaffir drove his assegai into the heaving body, 
and then both Hume and W^ebster rushed to the waggon. 

* Are you all right i^' they cried. 

wShe drew the canvas flap on one side and looked out^ with 
her hair falling forward in heavy coils. 
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' What was it ?' she asked. 

' A wounded lion sprang upon the waggon tent' 

' Is anyone hurt ?* 

' No ; but the lion is dead/ 

' I thought something dreadful had happened^ and fired as 
much from terror as anything/ 

Hume rolled the great body over and examined it 

' Your bullet went home^ at any rate. Miss Laura, and you 
have killed your first lion/ 

'Let me see/ She drew her wraps about her, and was 
about to descend, when, with a shudder and a nervous laugh, 
she crept back, dismayed by the darkness. 

The three men now walked round the enclosure, fired a 
couple of chance shots, restarted the fires, and returned to 
their posts. The uproar had subsided, and was succeeded by 
another spell of oppressive silence, broken at lessening 
intervals by a vague sound, which grew in volume, but not in 
distinctness, and before which the other sounds did not revive. 
As it grew louder it took on a r3rthmical beat not unpleasant. 

' It sounds Hke a human voice,' said Webster. 

' Yes, it is a black man chanting, eh, Klaas ?' 

' Eweh, inkose, he sings as he walks ;' and so speaking, the 
Kaffir stretched himself by the fire and drew his blanket over 
his head. 

' He evidently fears no danger,' remarked Webster. 

' I don't know,' said Hume, and stirred the Gaika ; ' what 
manner of man can this be who walks abroad in the night, 
making sign of his presence to the lions V 

* It is the wizard,* replied the Gaika solemnly, ' and it is not 
well to look on him. Even the beasts quit his path ;' and 
once again he pulled the blanket over his head. 

The man approached rapidly, and now the deep chest notes 
rolling forth in a rough melody took shape from the mighty 
volume of sound, and now he was at the fence ; and now, with 
a cry of ' Layate,' he leaped the thorns — a wonderful boimd — 
and still chanting, he came up to the waggon, paused a 
moment at the body of the lion, then stepped to the fire, and 
stood there with the glow upon his tall form and in his 
smouldering eyes. A black man he was, of gigantic mould, 
with a tiger skin knotted by the fore-paws round his neck, and 
with a mass of bone necklets that clattered at every movement 
On his forehead was a large ball of hair, behind which rose 
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two eagle's feathers, and he carried a bundle of sticks and 
assegaiS; while from his shoulder hung a large skin bag. 

' Who are you, and what is your business ?' asked Hume, 
after looking intently at the stranger. 

The man shook his head, and his wild, roving eyes, shifting 
uneasily like those of an animal, glanced from object to object, 
dwelling at last upon the rolled-up figure of Klaas. Him, 
presently, he prodded with the butt of an assegai, and grinned 
till his white teeth gleamed. 

' Stand up, Klaas !' said Hume sternly, and the Gaika, with 
a sullen look, rose, and gradually raised his eyes from the feet 
to the dreaded face. Then, like two fierce and strange dogs 
meeting, they stood fronting each other — the one with a 
commanding look, the other with lowering frown and quiver 
ing nostrils. 

The stranger spoke, but the Gaika shook his head in turn. 

' What does he say ?' asked Hume. 

' He speaks strangely, sieur.' 

' Is he a witch-doctor ?* 

' He is not of my people, nor of the Zulus, and his toes turn 
out.* 

' I wonder if this is our hermit }* said Webster. 

' Aye, the same thought occurred to me ; and the man who 
could leap over that fence as he did could have no difficulty 
in knocking me down.' 

While they were talking the stranger looked at them fur- 
tively. 

Hume cut a piece off a twist of Boer tobacco, and handed 
it to the man, who took it with a gleam of satisfaction, cut a 
fragment off with his assegai and put it into his mouth. The 
Gaika stalked away and crept under the waggon, the stranger 
stopping his jaws to watch him, until he heard the sigh of a 
man who Hes down to sleep, when he appeared more at ease. 
Presently he squatted by the fire, spreading his hands before 
him, and, in a guttural voice, said, ' Brandy.' 

* His vocabulary may be limited,' said Webster dryly ; ' but 
it is useful,' and he went to the waggon-box for the stone 
demijohn in which they carried the Dop brandy. 

Hume had his eye on the man and saw him shift an assegai 
to his right hand, whereupon he pulled back the hammer of 
his rifle with a click that drew a swift, furtive glance upon him. 

The brandy was poured out and drunk with a resounding 
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smack, and in jubilation he shouted out, after the KafRr 
fashion, a few words of praise, and at the noise the oxen stirred. 

' Yoh !' came a sharp exclamation. 

' Is that you, Klaas ?* 

' The bush, sieur — the bush ; it moves !* 

' What the devil—; — Look after that fellow, Jim, while I 
see into this,* and Hume bolted round the waggon. 

' Well, Klaas .?' 

The Gaika was not there, but Hume heard hira talking to 
the oxen, and ran forward. 

' What is it V 

* Men come in to cut rheims again, and take away the bush 
fence.' 

' Where are they Y said Hume, throwing up his rifle. 

' They run when they see me. That man by the fire no 
good. So I went by the waggon and watch — byraby, when 
he drink and cry out one word, he shout in Zulu, baleka (quick). 
So I leave the waggon.* 

' Hold that fellow !* shouted Hume, but there came a stifled 
cry from Webster, and when he got round the man had gone, 
and Jim was rubbing his eyes. 

' Hang the swab,' he said ; ' he threw a handful of dust in 
my eyes when I attempted to seize him, and bounded away. 
What new devilment's afoot Y 

'That felllow was in league with someone, and another 
attempt has been made to stampede the oxen. They beat us 
at every turn.' 

' You are very noisy out there,' said a voice from the waggon.' 

' We have been entertaining a guest, and he has just left 
us,' said Hume, with a wry face. 

' A guest in this place, and at such an hour ! You should 
have given me an opportunity of sharing the pleasure.' 

* We did not wish to disturb you.' 

A close inspection was made of the fence, and three large 
branches, which had been removed, were replaced. Then the 
three men, each taking up a diiferent post, kept watch again 
until the dawn. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

A DUEL. 

They agreed to keep back from Laura the alarming incident 
of the night, and when she stepped out in the morning, full of 
curiosity, they made light of their strange visitor, and drew her 
attention instead to the huge body of the old lion. But 
though they would give her no cause for fresh anxiety, their 
minds were troubled and their glances continually roaming 
over the country for sign of the danger they were sure was 
preparing for them. 

' It is not right,' said Hume, * that we should expose her to 
these terrors and risks.' 

' True, my lad ; and there is a look in her eyes already 
which I do not like.' 

' What are you talking about so gloomily ?' she asked. 

' The fact is,' said Frank gravely, * we have made a mistake 
in bringing you into this wilderness, and we think we should 
take you back to Pretoria, or, at any rate, to some farm where 
you could stay safely while we returned from the search.' 

^Then something did occur last night,' she said, looking 
from one to the other. 

' The Hon occurred,' said Webster, with the ghost of a smile. 

* There is nothing very terrible in a dead lion. You are 
keeping back something from me.' 

' We are just entering upon the most dangerous part of our 
journey, and the risks we have encountered are nothing com- 
pared to those we must expect, but they have been bad enough 
to alarm us on your account. We feel that we cannot expose 
you to the dangers and strain of constant alarms.' 

'You should know by this time,' she said slowly, ' that I am 
prepared to encounter danger, and we have already discussed 
and £Eiced this very matter when we reckoned up the difficulties 
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and hardships of the enterprise. I am resolved to continue 
unless my presence tires you.* 

' Heaven forbid !' they muttered. 

' Then be satisfied/ she said, with a sad smile ; ' you are 
relieved of the reponsibiUty which you think due to me be- 
cause I am a woman, for if I knew death were awaiting 
me over there among those grim mountains I would not draw 
back.' 

They shuddered. 

' Come,* she said, ' I have put into words what was in your 
thoughts. Tell me now what happened last night, and let 
me judge whether the danger be the greater.' 

So they told her. 

' Now, see, if you had not told me I should have magnified 
horrors out of the unknown ; but now the incident sinks into 
the plot of a cunning native to steal our oxen. These people 
can have no designs on your lives.' 

They sat down to their little camp table, and then for an 
hour afterwards they cut bundles of long grass for their oxen 
that night, as Hume was determined to make long treks until 
they reached the vlei or lake. 

The oxen were then inspanned, and they started, Hume 
going on ahead. Miss Anstrade sitting in the back of the 
waggon with her little rifle, while Webster handled the long 
whip, and Klaas led the oxen. They passed along a ridge, 
whose wooded slopes sank to the river, disturbing many 
troops of big game as the waggon creaked and rumbled slowly 
on between huge ant-hills, and in and out among aloes stand- 
ing like sentinels. At noon they reached the lip of the 
plateau, and below them stretched a wide plain, where gleamed 
a large sheet of water, with moving troops of game around. 
Here they outspanned for the mid-day rest, and with the map 
before them traced the route taken by Old Hume, away to the 
right, across the river, through a wide belt of reeds, which 
shone in the sun like a white streak, then up the far distant 
range of rugged mountains. 

' I feel within me the glow of the explorer who sees the 
mists veiling the bed of a mighty and unknown river,* said 
Miss Anstrade, as she looked with kindling eyes over the low- 
lying country. ' But the way seems so easy that a horrible 
doubt arises. Surely someone must have been before us.' 

' What do you think, Webster ?* 
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' It seems to me to be plain sailing ; but no doubt a nearer 
view would open up reefs and difficulties.* 

' Yes, difficulties enough. Now, see that belt of reeds look- 
ing like a ribbon for thickness : it must be three miles in width 
and saturated with water. It will need a struggle to get 
through. Then there is the mountain to climb, and a parti- 
cular spot in it to find, and beyond that the dangers from 
those who are said to protect the Rock ; but before we enter 
upon any of those tasks we have to reach that sheet of water, 
which must be some twenty miles off, and there we may be 
forced to abandon our waggon.' 

'Why should wei* — the country looks quiet enough.' 

' Well, our party is too small to divide, and in anything we 
attempt we must keep together. As for the country being 
quiet, I can see smoke rising from three different kraals, and 
depend upon it, as soon as the people see us they will swarm 
round, ready to beg, steal, or fight.* 

The day was sultry, with a hot steam rising from the marshy 
lowlands, and they soon sought the welcome shade of the 
boabab, whose wide-spreading branches sent down roots to the 
ground. The ground beneath, in a wide circle, had been 
trampled bare of grass by buffalo and wild beast, which had 
here resorted to rub their tough hides against the rough stems ; 
there were the remains, too, of old fires, and on the parent 
trunk, high up, where the bark was smooth, the handiwork of 
some roving white man, who had deeply scored his initials. 

' It is quite a fresh scar,* said Webster, noticing the marks. 

' By Jove, yes ! and made within the day ; for, see, here are 
parts of the old bark on the ground. What is it } D. H. — 
the initials of my uncle.' 

' Baas,' said Klaas wamingly ; ' here come men.' 

They started round, snatched up their rifles, and looked 
about to see a small body of natives hesitating whether to 
advance or not. 

' Advance,' said Hume in Zulu. 

The leading man at once stepped forward, the others follow- 
ing, and in a few moments six stalwart natives, armed with 
assegais and shields, were looking curiously at the small party 
of whites. 

' Greeting, inkose,' said the leader in deep tones, looking 
out of the comer of his eye at Miss Anstrade. 
To you also,' said Hume quietly. 
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The men stood silent for a full minute ; but their quick 
glances took in every detail, coming back always to the slender 
form of the white lady. 

' I come from the great chief, Gungunhama, the strong one,' 
said the leader, 'and demand a present from the stranger.' 

' Demand ?' said Hume. 

* Oh, ay, the country is his, the game in it, and the people. 
Inkose must pay, or take the path he has travelled.' 

' You have flown fast if you come from Gungimhama, for his 
kraal is six suns away.' 

' My chief is not one who sends a word to each white man 
who enters his country. He moves himself only when he 
wishes to strike, and his word is spoken to little people 
through his Indunas.' 

' So,* said Hume, swallowing his wrath, ' I have a present 
for the chief; but I must know that the man I give it to is the 
one authorized to receive.' 

' You are few, and one of you is a woman,' said the Zulu, 
coolly taking a pinch of snuff. ' So I brought only these men. 
If your present is large I can bring a regiment, that of 
Incomati, to-night, and my young men are quick to anger.' 

This was a veiled threat that checked Hume, who had been 
disposed to carry matters with a high hand. 

'Sit I* he said, 'and eat. Klaas, give these men meat' 

Klaas did as he was ordered, and the Zulus eyed him dis- 
dainfully at first, then subjected him to a running fire of 
stinging criticism. Presently he answered back, and one of 
the younger men struck at his shins with a kerrie. 

The Gaika's blood was up, and flinging the venison down in 
the ashes, he ran for his sticks, while the young Zulu, with a 
jeering laugh, rose to his feet. 

' Drop those sticks, Klaas,' shouted Hume angrily. 

Klaas hesitated, then sullenly replaced his kernes and 
turned away, whereat the Zulus laughed again. 

' It is not fitting that we should serve ourselves,' said the 
Induna ; ' let this servant wait on us.' 

Hume called to the Gaika to attend to the guests, but he 
clicked his tongue and would not move. 

'Come,' said Miss Anstrade gently ; 'do as you are told, Klaas.' 

Thereupon Klaas moved slowly to the fire, placed the kettle 
on to boil, and made coffee, while all the time a running fire 
pf chaff was turned on him. 
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* It seems they want to provoke him/ muttered Webster, 
with an unfriendly glance at the arrogant natives. 

* Yes/ said Hume, ' and it is contrary to their custom, for 
Zulus are aristocrats.' 

When the visitors had fed, Hume brought out from the 
waggon a roll of coloured print, a railway rug, and a few 
knives, which he laid on the ground. 

The Induna regarded them contemptuously, and, after a 
long argument, Hume added a couple of blankets and a roll 
of brass wire to the articles. At a shout from the Induna, 
four other men appeared, gathered up the presents, and de- 
parted. Then the Induna demanded something for himself, 
and receiving a quarter of what he asked, presently rose, 
whereupon the young Zulu, a tall and powerful savage, de- 
liberately emptied the steaming contents of his pannikin over 
Klaas' bare feet. With a bound Klaas reached his sticks, and 
this time Hume did not interfere. 

' You will not let them fight,' implored Miss Anstrade. 

* Yes,* said Hume ; ' Klaas comes of a tribe who have no 
equals in the use of sticks, and he will teach this young brute 
a lesson. Now,' he continued, turning to the Induna, 'you 
wish these men to fight. Let them ; but if one of you raises 
a hand to help I will shoot him.' 

The Induna smiled contemptuously. 

' A Zulu is better than three slaves and sons of slaves. My 
man will beat him ; but you must not help either. Let them 
battle in the open, and we will stand here.' 

Miss Anstrade cast one shuddering look at the two men ; 
then, suddenly running forward, she dipped her handkerchief 
in the water, bade Klaas lift his foot, and made a bandage 
round the inflamed ankle. Then she climbed into the 
waggon and stopped her ears to the fierce sound of the strife. 

Klaas threw his head back and shouted the Gaika war-cry, 
then rolled a blanket about his left arm, and moved forward 
with his long iron-wood kerrie outstretched. He was an 
older man than the Zulu, shorter, and thinner, and his much- 
patched clothes made his movements appear awkward when 
compared with the agile grace of the almost naked Zulu, 
whose smooth skin shone like satin. In his left hand the 
Zulu held a long shield, while he twirled in his left hand a 
short but heavily-knobbed keme. 

'They are not fairly matched,' growled Webster; 'and 
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that fellow has a further advantage in his shield and heavy 
stick/ 

' The Gaika does not think so. Look at his face.' 

The small eyes of the Kaffir glistened like those of an 
animal, and he followed every movement of the Zulu, who 
was going through a performance by which he meant to strike 
his opponent with terror at his prowess. He leaped into the 
air, bounded from side to side, danced on his toes, twisted, 
turned, struck at the ground — all the time accompanying 
these antics with shouts and deep grunts. 

' Enough,* said the Gaika ; ' these are for children. Stand 
still and fight.' 

The Zulu paused, astonished, then, with his shield before 
him, he advanced, crouching to the attack, and springing sud- 
denly into the air struck swiftly a blow that would have settled 
the fate of Klaas had he not been prepared, but springing 
lightly to one side, he rapped his enemy across his broad back. 

The Zulu bounded forward out of reach, turned, and again 
advanced impetuously, his glaring eyeballs showing above the 
feathered tuft at the end of his shield. 

This time Klaas did not wait, but swinging his five feet of 
tough kerrie, he delivered, in rapid succession, three sweeping 
blows, one at the head, the next at the body, and the last at 
the bare toes, and then sprang back to keep the proper 
distance for a telling blow. The Zulu rushed in again, to be 
again beaten back by blows delivered with lightning rapidity, 
one of which drew the blood from his forehead ; then he 
sprang from side to side, advanced, retreated, and feinted, 
until his movements were almost too rapid to follow, and at 
last bounded forward with stick uplifted. 

' By Jove !* muttered Webster, ' he will kill him.' 
The Gaika had his kerrie trailing from his side, and as the 
Zulu bounded through the air he made a sweeping blow up- 
wards, which, falling full on the Zulu's elbow, made him drop 
his stick. As it fell, Klaas knocked it away with a back- 
handed blow, and sprang between it and his foe. 

There was a fierce cry from the Induna, a triumphant shout 
from the two white men, and the tall Zulu, standing with his 
arm at his side, looked with blood-shot eyes and curling Ups 
at the despised Kaffir. A minute he stood panting heavily, 
then his hand stole behind his shield, and he drew forth a 
short-hafted, long-bladed stabbing assegai. 
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' Stop !' thundered Hume. 

' It is a fight/ said the Induna^ sullenly fingering his assegai. 

'AH right, my baas/ said Klaas, and, with his left arm 
across his body, he shook his stick. 

The Zulu threw forward his shield at full length, and 
walked forward warily, determined to get in one stab, his 
right arm held back out of reach of that whirling stick. 

' It is murder,* said Webster hoarsely. 

Twice the long blade darted out like the tongue of a snake, 
and the second time it pierced the Gaika's thigh ; but the 
Gaika was not idle, and the air whistled to his rushing blows, 
and the drumming on the hard shield was continuous. StUl 
the Zulu pressed relentlessly, though the blood trickled over 
his face, and his shoulders showed the marks of angry blows. 
At last he gave his war-cry, ' Zu-tu,' and throwing his shield 
above his head, made one fierce thrust. The blade was caught, 
however, in the folds of the blanket, and the kerrie came with 
a sounding crack across the unprotected shins, bringing the 
Zulu to the ground. Klaas picked up the assegai, and threw 
his hand back to stab, but Hume, expecting this, reached his 
side and seized his wrist. Then the prostrate Zulu bounded 
to his feet, and ran to his friends for another assegai 

' Enough !' cried Hume sternly. ' Go !* 

In hve minutes the little party were left alone, the Induna 
and his followers having moved off without a word. 

'Are you hurt, Klaas .^' said Hume, while Webster shook 
the Kaffir by his bruised and bleeding hand. 

' Neh, baas ; the Zulu is no good with kerrie. Will baas 
give me supje brandy ?* 

The baas gave him two, which Klaas drank with a smack 
of his lips, then with his eyes still glowing, he swelled out his 
chest and sang his song of victory. 

An hour afterwards, when his wounds had been looked to, 
the order was given to inspan. 

The oxen were grazing near the waggon when the Zulus 
appeared ; but now they were missing. A few minutes' search 
showed them far down the plain, being driven away, while the 
sun shone on the spears of a large number of blacks seated in 
a circle behind them. 

Hume brought out the glass and examined the group. 

' There is the Induna,' he said, shutting the glass and turn- 
ing with a set face to Webster and Miss Anstrade. 
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' Well/ said Webster, ' of course he is there ; but you have 
paid him, and he will send the oxen back/ 

' No, they mean trouble. They came here prepared to kill 
Klaas, and they have stolen our oxen so that they can attack 
us at their leisure. What do you say, Klaas V 

' Yah, sieur. They think Kaffir too quick, and they want 
to kill him first, then kill masters after. Chief tell his people 
now that we hurt one of his men. That is enough.' 

* It is pretext enough,' said Hume bitterly ; ' and I should 
not have allowed the fight' 

' We have four guns,' said Webster, ' and plenty of ammuni- 
tion and provisions if they attack us.' 

' And if they don't,' said Miss Anstrade quietly, ' we must 
leave the waggon and walk.' 

' We have first to think of defence,' said Hume gloomily, 
eyeing the waggon and the great tree. ' We shall want time 
to talk over our plans and get together the articles we want. 
They may attack to-night.' He paced off the width of the 
tree, then did the same to the waggon. ' That is it, we must 
draw the waggon up parallel with the trunk, leaving a space 
of twelve feet between, then build a turf wall with an outer 
fence of thorns.' 

This was done. After strenuous efforts the heavy waggon 
was drawn up, and with pick, shovel, and axe they set to work 
in feverish haste. 

'They are moving,' said Miss Anstrade, who was keeping 
watch, 'and coming this way.' 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE ATTACK. 

' They are coming this way/ said Miss Anstrade. 

'Open fire at them/ said Hume, 'when they come within 
range/ and he stooped his back to widen the trench around 
the little camp. 

Webster drove in his pick, and looked sidelong at Laura, 
who stood with her rifle in her hand, staring blankly at Hume. 

' I may hit them,' she said falteringly. 

' So much the better,' was the grim response. 

The sod wall rose higher against the outside wheels of the 
waggon, and the Gaika had already lopped off a large number 
of branches from the mimosa - trees, together with some 
stunted wacht-en-beetje bushes. 

' We must close up the ends with bags and boxes. Let us 
have them out.' 

' I can see the colour of their shields now, and some of the 
men are springing into the air.' 

' They mean to attack, then,' said Hume, pausing a moment 
to glance down the hill. ' Put up the five hundred yards* sight.' 

' Hark, I hear them shouting.* 

Klaas heard, too, and as he swung the axe, he answered 
with a deep-chested war-cry. 

A moment later there was a dull report, and a bullet 
whistled overhead. 

'By Jove, they have rifles, and there can be no mistake 
about their intention. Shoot, Laura.' 

The little rifle came to the shoulder, and her white cheek 
was pressed to the butt, but the barrel shook, and she lowered 
it. She looked round at the two men, and seeing the look of 
anxiety on their faces as they hurried on with their work, she 
threw the rifle up again and pressed the trigger. 
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A deep, booming shout replied. 

' I hope I have not hit anyone/ she said anxiously. 

Webster laughed ; but Klaas, in his excitement at the first 
shot, bounded forward, swinging his axe and hurling insults 
at the foe. 

' Come back, you fool !' shouted Hume hoarsely. 

The Gaika danced back on his toes, and at his curious antics 
Miss Anstrade laughed ; but at the sight of the passion in his 
face the laugh ended hysterically. 

' Come behind the boxes, Laura/ cried Webster. 

' I would rather stand here until you are ready,' she said 
proudly, while with trembling fingers she extracted the empty 
cartridge and inserted another. The sharp crack of her rifle 
rang out again, and then she began to fire rapidly. 

At last the barricade was finished, and the little laager was 
complete, flanked on one side by the huge tree, on the left 
by the waggon and bank of turf, at the ends by boxes and 
bags. 

' Now for the outer fence,* said Hume ; and climbing over 
the boxes they began quickly to draw the thorn branches, 
with the stems in. This outer fence left a clear space of about 
fifteen feet. 

' Pass up, sieur,' cried Klaas, as Hume walked out to cut 
down another tree ; ' there are men creeping round.' 

' Get my gun !' 

Klaas sprang for the heavy weapon ; and Hume stood on an 
ant-hill to take a look at the foe. They appeared halting 
about three hundred yards off", with their shields before them, 
and their waving plumes nodding above, while their assegai 
blades threw off the sunlight in sparks. 

' They have not moved,' said Miss Anstrade, ' since I fired/ 

But Klaas knew differently, and his keen eyes had seen a 
few men glide into the long grass, to show themselves momen- 
tarily at lessening intervals, and when he judged they were too 
near to be pleasant he cried out : 

' There, baas ! there, my good baas, by the round bush !' 
indicating a spot about one hundred yards away. 

As Hume raised his Express a bullet struck the ant-hill 
beneath him, while a cloud of smoke drifted away from a rock 
to the right of the bush. At this there was a shout from 
the main body, and the enemy dashed forward. 

The Express covered the bush, and as the leaves shook it 
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cracked, then, swinging his gun round, he covered one of the 
advancing troop and fired again. 

' Hit !' said Webster. 

' To the laager !' shouted Hume ; and the little party clam- 
bered into the enclosure. 

' Lie down, Laura, there, under the waggon.* 

' Will they get in }* she asked. 

Hume fired twice. 

' Too high, Jim ; aim at their feet. No, they won't come 
within sixty yards ;' and he fired again. 

The shouts of the Zulus rose hoarse and terrible, mingled 
with shrill whistling. On they rushed, right up to the outer 
barricade, and then, as they were brought up, and the terrible 
Express bullets tore through them, they hurled their throwing 
assegais, then scattered and fled for shelter. Some of the 
assegais entered the little fort and were embedded in the 
earth, their hafts quivering ; others glanced along the branches, 
and many stuck into the waggon. 

' That was a warm rush,' said Webster ; * and if it had not 
been for the mercy of that fence we would have been speared 
to a certainty.' 

Hume was passing a cleaner through the barrels of his 
Express, and looking over the box barricade at the enemy, 
of, rather, for a sign of them, for they had apparently sunk 
into the earth. He did not reply, but turned presently and 
looked at Miss Anstrade. 

' Well y she questioned. 

' If they make another rush, having now warmed to it, two 
rifles will not keep them back, and then ' 

^Yes.' 

* There can only be one end,' he looked at her with sad eyes, 
and then added, ^for us.* 

' And for me }* she asked. 

He turned away. 

She came from under the waggon. 

' I understand,' she said firmly ; ' and if they come again 
there will be three rifles.* 

No sooner had she stood up, than an assegai, hurled from 
the rear, whizzed by her head and plunged into the tree. 
Before they could turn, Klaas with one bound sprang over 
the barricade, and, throwing his hand back, launched an 
assegai at a small bush beyond the fence, then quickly 
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darted another ; and, as the second spear rattled through the 
leaves, a tall Zulu sprang up. Springing over the bushes he 
leapt towards the fence, and, with one terrific bound cleared 
its bristling height, the tufted armlets and long feathers 
streaming behind, and as he reached the ground he thun- 
dered his war-cry. Before this magnificent rush the Gaika 
held his ground, his body stooping, the slender assegai quiver- 
ing in his fingers as he poised it, and, as the Zulu struck the 
ground the weapon sped from his hand. Swift it flew, and 
straight, so that it seemed there could be no escape from its 
thirsting blade ; but the Zulu's shield met it, and with a sure 
turn of the wrist, sent it whirring harmlessly through the 
thorns. 

Then the Gaika, weaponless, tore the shirt from his body, 
baring his naked breast, and stood with folded arms. The 
Zulu caught the Kaffir by his arm, and, towering up a full 
head taller, glared down into his eyes, and raised his stabbing 
assegai. 

At the sight, the three spectators in the little fort stood 
horrified, while from behind numerous ant-hills there rose up 
men to watch the scene. 

' Klaas,' said a quiet, authoritative voice, ' fall down, and I 
will shoot.' 

At the voice the Zulu fixed his fierce and bloodshot eyes 
upon the group, dwelt for a moment on the white face of the 
lady, then rested with a questioning look. 

'Eh, Hu-em,' he cried, then drew the point of his spear 
across the muscular breast of the Kaffir, leaving a lon^ red 
line. His hand relaxed, and Klaas, turning, was inside the 
laager in a moment, where he picked up another assegai. 

The Zulu stood between the fence and the barricade, calmly 
looking at the white men, and presenting, as he stood there, 
the very picture of war, with courage expressed in the poise 
of his head, command in the fearless glance of his eye, char- 
acter and will in the clear sweep of his clean-cut jaws, strength 
in the broad shoulders, and activity in the straight limbs, all 
bone and muscle. 

' Do not shoot him,' answered Miss Anstrade. 

' Shoot him ! Good heavens, no ! Is it Sirayo ?' 

' Yebo !' 

Hume sprang over the boxes, and ran with outstretched 
hands to the great warrior, who had led the last charge at the 
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battle of Ulundi^ and had distinguished himself in a hundred 
desperate fights. 

' Why are you fighting against us, Sirayo, my friend ?' 

' I was told you were bad people. So I came here to kill 
or die. What matters it? Sirayo is no longer a chief, his 
assegai is at anyone's command.' 

' Come in, my friend. We are not bad ; these people have 
three times tried to steal our cattle, now they would take our 
lives. We are but four, and one is a woman.' 

' Tell me the story,' said the Zulu, 'and I will listen.' 

Hume told him all that had occurred, and when he had 
finished Sirayo turned once more, dragged a thorn-bush away, 
and stepping through, advanced into the open. 

Hume stood anxiously waiting, and Webster, coming to his 
side, asked if he should shoot. 

' Wait ; I know this man well. There is no treachery in 
him, and he may prove our friend.' Still he waited breath- 
lessly. 

Sirayo stopped when he was near the enemy, and then, 
striking his assegai against his shield, he told them they had 
lied. 

' You brought me against these people with false stories ; I 
find they are my friends, and my shield is their shield, my 
assegai is their assegai. But, inasmuch as you came here think- 
ing you had the help of Sirayo, I stand here to meet any of you 
hand to hand, lest you say I fled from you when there was 
danger.' 

No one took up the challenge, which was received with a 
howl of rage, but presently man called to man until the news 
was carried to the Induna, who directed the attack from afar, 
and at his command there was a general movement towards 
that end of the laager where Sirayo stood. 

At this the chief, not carrying defiance to the point of 
foolishness, returned into the camp, closing up the fence after 
him, and entered the laager. There was no time for talk, for 
the enemy appeared to be gathering for another rush, and fire 
was opened to check them, but when they altered their minds 
and drew off, Hume asked the chief the paramount question, 
whether the laager was strong enough to resist a determined 
attack. 

Sirayo stretched his arms. 

' You are in a hole ; good if you can keep them out, but a 
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death-trap if they enter, and when the night comes they will 
pull away the thorns. See this tree ? I already had marked it, 
and meant in the dark to send six young men. They would 
have climbed secretly into its branches and dropped among 
you. No ; if you would live you must steal away.' 

' They will be on the watch.' 

'No. They know you cannot attack them, and before 
the dawn, after they have drawn away the thorns, they will 
come. By that time you must be away.' 

Hume interpreted, and it was resolved to take the chief's 
advice. It was necessary, however, to get together as many 
necessaries as they could carry, and while Hume busied 
himself with this work, the others went out beyond the laager, 
for, as Sirayo advised, it was better to show they were not 
afraid. They paced round and round, longing, yet fearing, for 
the night to come, and frequently the glances of Miss Anstrade 
and Webster stole to the tall figure of the chief, half doubtful 
still of his intentions, while the Gaika regarded him sullenly 
in the light of an interloper. 

Presently the two natives stood silently regarding some 
object on the plain, and, attracted by their attention. Miss 
Anstrade asked what it was they saw. 

' White men,' said Klaas. 

' White men ! Oh, then, we need not fly from our waggon, 
our home. ' 

Klaas shook his head. 

' Bad men, they.* 

' How can you tell, when they are so far that I cannot even 
see them }' 

'They bad men,' said Klaas, shakmg his head, with the 
Kaffir's reluctance or incapacity to explain the reasons that 
led up to his firm opinion. 

White men they certainly were, and presently they were 
met by a native. Were they friends or not } Anxiously they 
were watched as the men leisurely approached, and when they 
were close enough to be distinctly seen even by the untrained 
eyes of the Europeans, Miss Anstrade waved her hand- 
kerchief. 

' Pass op,' shouted Klaas, ' he will skit,' and at the cry four 
men sprang before Laura, while a tiny puff of smoke rolled up 
above the strangers, and a bullet whizzed unpleasantly near. 
That was the reply to the salute ! 
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Hume, who had come out at the news of the strangers, flung 
up his rifle and fired, but the heavy Express carried wide at a 
long range. 

' They are preparing,* said Sirayo quietly, and took a pinch 
of snuff, while as he held the powder to his nostrils he pointed 
with his assegai to where the gleam of shields showed thick 
among the bushes. 

Hume took from Miss Anstrade her light and beautifully 
finished rifle. Then, throwing a handful of dust into the air 
to get the direction of the wind, he put up the 500 yards 
sight. 

' If I can pick that brute off I may stop the rush,' and he 
nodded at one of the two whites who stood upon an ant-hill. 

^ Three hundred yards, I think,' said Webster, measuring 
the distance with his eye. 

' No ; the clear air takes off from the distance. Now, Klaas, 
see where the. bullet strikes. I will shoot better beyond 
the fence ;' and pulling away a thorn, he walked out to an 
ant-hill. 

' They come,' cried Miss Anstrade, as the nodding plumes 
of the Zulus moved forward. 

Hume knelt down, and resting the barrel on the conical 
top of the ant-mound, aimed long — so long, that Webster felt 
tempted to rush out and pull him in. At last came the 
crack. 

'Missed, by heavens!' shouted Webster, and he emptied 
his two barrels at the dark mass which was now moving on 
the left in a direction parallel to the camp. 

' Baas shoot too strong,' cried Klaas, and Hume put up 450 
yards, and inserted another cartridge. 

' Come in, man, come in ; they are running.' 

Sirayo moved out of the fence with the Express, after 
motioning Miss Anstrade to the laager. 

Hui^e aimed again — ^longer than before — and the beat of 
the bare feet over the grass rose louder and louder, like the 
rush of a river in flood. At last ! 

' Oh, aye,' shouted Klaas, ' he is dead,' and the man on the 
ant-hill, throwing up his arms, fell forward. 

Then Hume, rising, took the Express from Sirayo, and, 
whipping round, dropped a warrior to each barrel, *and, 
Webster firing rapidly too, caused a. check, most of the men 
dropping to the grass to advance with more safety. But a 
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dozen warriors, tempted by the chance of catching Hume 
outside the fence, leapt on, swallowing the ground with 
enormous strides, and twisting whenever the deadly rifle 
covered one of them. On they came in silence, their shields 
before them, and the short assegais that won victory for the 
Zulus held in readiness, and now the gleam of their eyes 
could be seen, and now a low moan breaks from their lips as 
they feel their prey. 

Webster gradually slipped nearer to the fence with Klaas 
at his side, and as the Zulus came together in the last rush, 
the four barrels were emptied and the revolvers drawn. 

Now Sirayo's terrible war-cry was raised as he suddenly 
bounded forward ; in a few strides the lean Gaika was by his side 
with his sheaf of assegais. There was a shock of shield striking 
shield, and the foremost Zulu fell with a groan, while, in the 
same breath almost, the tough shield of the chief met the 
thrust of the next man, and his red blade plunged deep 
beneath the arm. ' Eh, Zu-tu !* he shouted, springing back 
from another blow, while his third assailant ate the assegai of 
the Gaika. Then came the sharp crack-crack of heavy navy 
revolvers, and the five surviving Zulus turned and ran. 

Then they retired into the laager, having taught the 
enemy a terrible lesson, and then the chief offered snuff 
with his red hand to the Gaika, who took this pledge of 
friendship. 

' You are a great warrior,' said Hume to Sirayo, ' and you, 
Klaas, have fought like a lion.' 

' It is nought,* said the Zulu. ' I have killed ten men of 
the Nkobomokase in a feud when first I got my ring as a 
married man, and they were warriors every one — not men of 
the swamps like these, who are feeble. But it is well. They 
will not attack again to-night, and when the jackal calls we 
may go safely.' 



CHAPTER XXV. 

THE ESCAPE. 

When the night swiftly settled down, a ring of fires sprang up 
about the little camp, and the warriors seated round chanted 
their battle songs with many a burst of merriment. But in 
the camp thus hemmed in there was silence — ^the silence of 
despair. Though they had beaten their foes off the victory 
would not lay with them, as they had to abandon their waggon, 
the home of many happy days ; their possessions, which became 
more valuable with each day's move from civilization ; and had 
to face the hardships and dangers of progress through savage 
country on foot, themselves their own porters. 

' Is there no hope of holding out ?' asked Webster. 

Hume glanced significantly at Miss Anstrade, who, with 
head averted, was listening, with evident nervousness, to 
the ominous chants of the Zulus. 

' We must escape,' he muttered. 

' At least, let us scuttle the ship before we leave her, lay a 
train to the powder-room, and blow her up.' 

* And so tell them that we have left the camp. No ; I'm 
afraid we must leave everything standing. I have made four 
large bundles, and we can take away enough to last.' 

Blankets and rugs, rolled up and tied at their ends, were 
slung like horse-collars over their shoulders and across their 
breasts, rifles were picked up, bundles tied on with the ox 
rheims ; and so prepared they waited the return of Sirayo, 
who had gone off scouting into the night. And as they 
waited their first regret at leaving gave place to a nervous 
anxiety to be off, for the darkness brought to them a thorough 
sense of the insecurity of their position. A rustle in the leaves 
of the huge tree rising above them like a dome made them 
look up apprehensively, lest some daring savage was already 



174 THE GOLDEN ROCK 

in lurking amid the branches^ and when at last Klaas signalled 
the approach of Sirayo^ they stepped forward eagerly to 
meet him. 

' Is the way open, chief?' whispered Hume. 

' They watch like jackals when the lion has killed/ he said 
gloomily. ' The order has gone round.' 

* What ! do they fear we will attempt to escape V 

' They know. Their white chief has told them.' 

' Could we not get through while they are singing }* asked 
Hume, looking moodily into the darkness. 

' Those who sing are not those who watch ; they are nearer, 
and will close in until they are a fence right round.' 

Hume turned despondently to explain, and all tightened 
their grasp on their weapons, and listened for any sign of this 
living and deadly ring, narrowing its coil for the final crush. 

' Baas, I have a plan,' said the Gaika suddenly. 

' What is it ?' 

' Which way would the baas go ?' 

' Towards the river,' said Hume impatiently. 

' My plan is this. I will creep out on the other side and 
cry out that you have escaped there. The men will then run 
up and you may then quickly move for the river.' 

'It is a good plan,' growled Sirayo. ' I also will go, and 
when we meet those in the way we will fight and at the sound 
all will rush up.* 

' And you would be killed,' said Hume, after weighing it 
over, ' and they would follow on after us. No, no, if we cannot 
escape together we will fight here and die together.' 

' Let it be so,' said Sirayo, squatting by the fire and pro- 
ceeding to eat. 

The others looked at him for some time, then Miss Anstrade, 
with a sudden start, laid her hand on Hume's shoulder. 

' I have it,' she said breathlessly. ' Those rockets ; you re- 
member you bought some at Pretoria in case we wished to 
signal from the camp to any lagger. Let us fire them off, 
and perchance these strange fiery stars will terrify the natives.' 

' By 3ovQ !* exclaimed Hume, ' there's something in that,* 
and he dived into the waggon to emerge presently with a 
bundle of fireworks. 

'You'll get the full effect in this darkness,* remarked 
Webster dryly, ' and the blacks should be greatly pleased.' 

' The idea may seem to you childish,' said Hume, fixing a 
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couple of rockets, ' but try and imagine your sensations if for 
the first time you saw a rocket streaming into the night.' 

The experiment was tried. Into the darkness rushed the 
rockets, exploded high up, and sent down a shower of coloured 
sparks, which, slowly fading as they sank, left a blacker dark- 
ness than before. 

From the two Kaffirs in the camp there rung exclamations 
of surprise, and Sirayo strove hard to conceal his astonishment; 
but from beyond there was no response, either in fear or 
admiration. 

' Fire the next just close to the ground,' suggested Webster; 
and they gathered behind Hume, peering into the dark, their 
faces coming and going out of the shadow as the light from 
the match fell on them. There was a fiash, a long stream of 
light darted out, hissing, and as the light swiftly flashed, they 
say a row of shields, the glint of assegais : then there was a- 
yell, as the warriors, who had been arrested in their stealthy 
advance by the mysterious fire, now broke and fled. 

' They run !' said Sirayo loudly ; ' they say it is witchcraft, 
that you talk with the stars. Come !' 

Quickly they sHpped out, Hume remaining a moment to fix 
two other rockets with slow fuses, and then, after closing up 
the opening in the fence, he overtook the others. With 
Sirayo ahead, Webster and Hume on either side of Laura, and 
Klaas behind, they felt their way cautiously over the rough 
ground, and, as they went, there streamed out towards the sky 
the other two rockets. A deep murmur arose from the awe- 
struck natives, who would, no doubt, remain fixedly gazing 
towards the camp for more portents ; and the little party, 
taking advantage of their opportunity, pushed on rapidly till 
they reached the long slope stretching down to the thick bush 
on the banks of the river. Now they could advance with less 
caution and more speed, and their spirits rose as the hope of 
safety increased, for they had not time yet to reahze this 
disaster that had overwhelmed them. At last the outlying 
mimosas of the thick woods arrested their progress, and, for 
the first time, they halted to readjust their burdens. 

' Which way does your path lie ?' asked Sirayo. 

' Down the river, and then up into the mountains.' 

' Yoh !' exclaimed the chief, astonished, ' the safe path is 
back on the way you came, and into the white man's 
country.' 
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' We undertook this journey for a purpose, and it is not now 
we will turn back. You will come with us ?* 

' Wlien Sirayo sets forth on a journey, he knows beforehand 
whither he goes and why. You are not hunting, and your 
lives are dearer to you than the sight of the mountain.' 

' We have heard a tale of a yellow rock that lies beyond the 
mountain, and we would see whether the tale is true.' 

' Soh ! I have heard that tale from the people we have left. 
They have talked much about it, and of a strange man who 
knows of it Many, they say, have set out to find that rock, 
but never one came back.' 

' Then it is there ?' said Hume. 

' Oh, ay ; yet if it has not been found it may not exist. A 
tale grows easily out of nothing, and lives long on the tongues 
of old men. This rock has been polished by the gossips till 
it shines like a flame, but the man who set the tale going may 
have seen only the sun striking on a girl's armlet.' 

' Well, we will search for it, and with your aid. ' 

The chief took a pinch of snuff, as could be judged from the 
loud sniff. ' We must cover up the spoor. Let your friend 
come with me so that we may lay a new spoor away from this, 
and do you keep on the river.' 

This was done. Webster remained with Sirayo, while th% 
others went on slowly and with many pauses till they heard 
the river flowing, when they waited for the dawn, wrapping 
themselves up in their blankets to keep off the night chill. 
At dawn they continued their flight for several miles along the 
bank of the river until they reached a place where the bed 
narrowed between granite banks, where a halt was cried and 
they waited for the other two, who came up close on 
noon, having smothered the trail and laid a false track up 
stream. Preparations were made to cross, for it was feared 
the Zulus might lay dogs upK)n the spoor, and Webster, in a 
marvellously short time, made a small raft out of driftwood. 
It was large enough to bold Laura, the rifles and goods, and 
the men, stripped to the waist, swam at the sides, splashing 
vigorously to frighten the crocodiles. Without accident they 
reached the further shore, landing amid a confused mass of 
boulders, over which they struggled to the shelter of the 
woods. As before, Webster and the chief remained behind, 
this time to watch if the enemy discovered their crossing, while 
the others pushed on wearily down wide game tracks into a 
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patch of forest trees, where they rested, at last, under a wild fig- 
tree, whose light-coloured branches stretched wide and high. 
Here, with the driest of wood, a fire was made, and carefully 
nursed so that it should not give forth thick smoke ; a tin 
hold-all was produced from one of the bundles, the kettle set 
to boil, the blankets spread on the branches, and a small leafy 
shelter made for Laura. This work occupied them until they 
were joined by the others, who reported that they had heard 
only the distant shouts of the Zulus, but had seen no one. 

' They are content,' said Sirayo ; ' they have got what they 
wanted — your waggon, your oxen, your goods, and if they have 
lost a few men there are less to share the spoil.* 

' But the white men who were with them will not give up 
the pursuit so readily.' 

' Oh, ay ; the white man's hate, like his bullet, reaches far, 

and strikes when you are out of sight and have forgotten, but 

' those were not of your race ; they are yellow men from the 

coast, and maybe they, too, are in search of the flaming stone/ 

' Portuguese !' 

' I know not, but they chatter much, make much trouble 
with the women, and show their teeth when they are angry ; 
moreover, they are idle and of little stature.' 

*They are certainly Portuguese,' said Hiune, with a sly 
glance at Laura, as he interpreted. 

' You may depend,' she said, ' that Lieutenant Gobo is still 
following us, though surely he must have some other motive 
than that of revenge. His persistence would be out of all 
proportion to the injury he has received. And you remember 
the offer he made to me if I disclosed the object of our mission.' 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

ON THE MARCH. 

They had passed their first night in safety, disturbed only at 
intervals by the snorting of buffalo, and in the morning they 
were seated round the fire, eating rather unpalatable ' cookies ' 
of meal baked under the coals, and drinkinfi: black coffee, 
steaming hot, from tin pannikin^, Hume hav4 made a good 
selection of stores. 

Suddenly Webster planted his tin in the soft ground, threw 
his head back, and laughed long and hearty. 

' Well ?' questioned Laura, parting her lips in a smile. 

' Excuse me,* said Webster helplessly ; ^ but, upon my word, 
of all going-a-fishing, this is the funniest,' and he laughed again. 

' I don't see the joke,* growled Hume, as he looked through 
the steam of his coffee. 

' Exactly ; that*s what makes it so absurd. Lord, just think 
of it ; we've been to great expense and enormous trouble, and 
have taken a year or a month — I don't know for the life of me 
which — to get here, and now here we are adrift with about 
two weeks' provisions.' 

' I see no fun in that.* 

' Man, it's brimful of fun, if you only look at it in a proper 
light,' and carefully lifting up his tin, he began to sip his 
coffee, the light of laughter still gleaming pleasantly in his 
eyes. 

' The most dreadful part, to my mind,' said Laura, * is the 
ease with which we adapt ourselves to the most sudden changes. 
Look at my hands ; how coarse they are !' 

It was now Hume's turn to laugh. ' That is an extra- 
ordinary ground for dtonplaint,* he said, ' when you have so 
many greater grievance^ at hand.' 

' What greater grievance can a woman have than that of 
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diminishing charms ? I believe my face is freckling. Give 
me that tin plate. Thank you.' 

She took the plate from Webster, polished the bottom of it, 
and then calmly studied her reflection. 

* I am sorry I did not think of a looking-glass/ said Hume, 
' but I must confess I was not in a state to pick and choose 
carefully.' 

' You did well,' said Webster heartily ; ' though it was a 
pity you forgot my razor, both for me and yourself. By-the- 
way, why did you burden yourself with that small crowbar }' 

Hume looked a little confused. ^Well,' he said, after a 
pause, ' I thought that if we did find this — this infernal rock- — 
the crowbar would be of use.' 

* Of course,' replied Webster gravely ; * of course. Let me 
see, what would be the value of fifty pounds of raw gold ?* 

' Close on £3,000.' 

' Is that all. Lord love you ! and has it not struck you that 
we could never get away with fifty pounds weight of dead metal 
about each of us ? So that if there is a ton of gold it would 
not be worth to us more than the little we could carry away.* 

They looked at each other blankly. 

' We could hide a great quantity away, to be recovered on 
another journey.' 

' Gentlemen, may I remind you of Mrs. Glass's advice to 
catch your hare before you cook him ?' 

'Now we've lost our bearings again,' said Webster, 'and 
just, too, when we'd almost put into port and got the precious 
cargo on board, though by the same token the breadth of 
our backs is the only space at the disposal of our super- 
cargo.' 

' By Jove, you are right! we have lost our bearings,' growled 
Hume. ' If you'll believe me, I never thought of retrieving 
the gold, a work of uncommon difficulty, since we cannot 
possibly coax the metal from its matrix and will have to load 
ourselves with a worthless weight of quartz. If the rock is as 
rich as the specimen implies, we would have to carry away 
half of quartz, giving twenty-five pounds of gold to each, or 
only £1,500. Now, is it worth while advancing for such a 
little ?' 

' Nonsense,* said Miss Anstrade, with a frown. 

' I am merely looking at the matter from a commonnsense 
point, and Jim has just considered the humorous side. We 
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both apparently come into the same *' blind alley/' and see the I 

absurdity of running against a stone wall. We have lost * 

everything, we have narrowly escaped with our lives, and now, 
even if, 'when not properly equipped for continuing the enter- 
prise, we do succeed, the reward sinks to insignificant propor- 
tions — insignificant, that is, compared to the boundless wealth 
we originaDy contemplated.' 

'Nonsense,* she repeated; 'you originally had the very 
slightest faith in the existence of this rock, and the value of 
the reward is not the consideration you would prize. We 
have risked all and braved all to find it. Let us find it, and 
the pride of discovery after so many dangers and disappoint- 
ments, will be our reward. You mean to continue the 
search?' 

' Of course,* said Hume. 

' How about a canoe V said Webster, getting up, and jobbing 
his hunting knife into the fig-tree. 

' We don't want a canoe, for the distance to the belt of 
reeds must be about nineteen miles, and we can walk that 
before you would finish your vessel. Afterwards we will ask 
you to build us a raft, which I think would be better, as there 
are many rocks in the channel.' 

' A raft,' she said, with a smile ; ' then what would there be 
to prevent your making two or three trips to load your raft; 
with as much of the metal as you hke V 

' Good,' said Hume, laughing ; * but, as you observed, we 
must first catch our hare, and he appears to be vanishing while 
we talk. Opstan — Klaas — we march.' 

In half an hour they struck out of the forest into the glare 
of the sun, slightly tempered by the feathery mimosa, whose 
little fluffy buds of yellow bloom scented the heavy air. From 
the river banks there rose in thick masses the lustrous green 
foliage of the wild palmiet, rising from out of a ring of golden 
yellow, where the old leaves drooping had faded, and above 
the river, defining its winding course, rested a slight vapour, 
while beyond was the wide plain of rolling grass out of which 
had come their enemies. 

They stood long with fixed gaze bent upon the wide expanse 

for sign, but could see nothing but herds of game, with a fine 

group on the opposite bank of gemsbok, whose long horns, 

\ when the game looked up, rested lightly on the striped 

haunches. Flocks of blue starlings, their wings glittering 
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with a metallic lustre, flew across the river, and the birds 
alighted on the bucks to hunt for parasites. 

' I can see no one,' said Hume, ' but, nevertheless, we must 
proceed with caution, and before we advance into this blaze 
we must take the glint off our weapons. A gleaming spark, 
even from the point of an assegai, would be seen when the 
sharpest eyes could not detect us.' 

' It is well,' said Sirayo, when the necessity was explained ; 
' but of what use to dim your weapons when you have white 
about your clothes ?' 

Hume and Webster wore only shirts of gray flannel, the 
sleeves turned up to the elbows, leaving bare the brawny 
arms, bronzed almost to the colour of old oak, but their wide- 
brimmed hats were of a hght blue, and Miss Anstrade wore a 
white puggaree. 

' Have you some red clay, Klaas ?' 

The Gaika produced a small lump which he had himself 
used that morning to paint his face, and Hume deliberately 
stained all those articles of clothing which showed white. 

' Why do you smear that red over your face, Klaas V 

' Make the skin soft, missy.' 

' Oh, vanity of vanities, and I have seen you men smile 
when I have used a powder-puff. Does it really make the skin 
soft?' 

' Oh, yes, the sun does not burn through the red clay ; all 
mooi Kaflir girls put on red clay when the sun is hot.' 

' That decides it ; give me the clay !' 

'Surely ' expostulated Hume. 

' Give it to me ; now Klaas, come.' 

With an imbecile grin, Klaas followed the lady to a little 
stream of water, and performed the necessary toilet duties. 

' Merciful heavens !' gasped Webster, when the two re- 
turned, while Hume tried gallantly to preserve a look of 
stoical indifference. 

The beautiful white skin was covered by a hideous mask of 
red, out of which blazed the black eyes with a challenge that 
dared them to laugh at their peril. 

' Forward,' said Hume, and off they went in single file ; and 
as they went, their eyes would ever and again seek the great 
mountain before them, no longer blue and shadowy, but gray 
and rugged, with a cloud coming and going about its highest 
peak. They went on now among a litter of stones, now in 
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and out among ant-hills standing above their heads^ now 
struggling through some intervening kloof^ or breasting the 
far side of a steep valley, whose tributary stream crept slowly 
on through thick rushes to the great river. In one of these 
valleys, where the water opened up into a shallow lagoon, a 
large reed buck, standing up to its belly, regarded them un- 
moved, and at another spot a long tree siiake of vivid green 
whipped across their path at incredible speed and streamed 
up a small bush, above which its head appeared as though 
carved ; locusts of strange form and brilliant colours flew from 
their path, while a brace of hawks accompanied their march 
for some distance. Their shadows from the right dwindled 
down to little round patches at their feet, then gradually 
lengthened out on their left, and the shrill cry of the cicada 
pulsating through the air beat upon their brains. 

' Is it time we came to our moorings ?' said Webster. 

' A little further,' said Hume, looking at the mountain ; 
and they went on over a ridge and down into a rounded 
valley, where a small vlei shone like a jewel. They were 
leaving this sheet of water on their left, when Hume suddenly 
halted. 

' What a sight !' he whispered. ' Look there !' 

Out of the centre of the vlei rose the clear-cut head of a 
lioness, with her eye.s gleaming green as emeralds. She was 
lying there in the shallow water for coolness. 

' She cannot see us,' said Hume ; ' the sun is shining in her 
eyes. See how they glow like bits of glass.' 

They stood absorbed in the spectacle ; but the lioness hear- 
ing, though she could not see, began to move her head, then 
sat up like a dog, with the water streaming from her yellow 
shoulders, and her eyes still sparkling with green fire. She 
thrust her head forward, then, detecting some taint in the air, 
gave a low growl, whereupon, from out the withered grass on 
the further side, rose a huge lion, who, being out of the direct 
rays of the sun, saw the silent group, and fetched a deep 
growl. Thereupon, the lioness walked towards him, and, after 
one long stare over her shoulder, she lay on the grass and 
rolled over like a big dog, and the lion crouched down with 
his shaggy head ]on his outstretched paws. 

With many a backward glance, the party moved on, glad 
that'^they had^seen such a spectacle without being compelled 
to fire in defence. They rested at noon for lunch, then 
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pushed on steadily, gradually edging along to the higher water- 
shed, away for miles within easy view. Presently there came 
to them a low, tremulous murmur, which grew as they ad- 
vanced, until it sounded at last like the sweep of the outer- 
most fringe of the waves swinging to and fro over loose shells. 

' It is the voice of the reeds swayed by the wind,' said 
Hume ; ' and when we reach the ridge above we shall be 
above this leafy sea.* 

' Oh, how beautiful !' murmured Laura, a few minutes later, 
as they looked over a vast sea of feathered green ; now shining 
with a silver reflection as the sun struck upon the leaves all 
bent in one direction by the wind ; now with a ripple of dark 
shadows as the light tops sprang back together ; now mottled 
all over with specks and splashes of black and white, and 
yellow. And all the time there rose the sweet, soft murmur 
and sibilant swishing, low and melancholy. As far as the 
eye could see stretched this moving mass, and it widened out 
to a dense fringe of bush on the right, beyond which, again, 
rose the buttresses of the mountain, springing to where, in 
one straight mass of frowning granite, seamed and scarred 
into a thousand fissures, towered the precipitous sides of the 
mountain itself. 

Resting on their weapons, they stood gazing from the rest- 
less level of green to the grim sentinel of rock, its brow 
among the clouds, and its front overlooking the lowlands; 
and as they looked it was borne in upon them by the melan- 
choly in the voice of the reeds and by the impassive face of 
the mountain that there might well be some dark mystery of 
Nature hidden away in this desolate place, but there could be 
no hope, or joy, or sound of laughter. Here was Nature of 
vast unpeopled places, of voiceless rivers languishing through 
thirsty sands, of rock-strewn uplands, and arid flats — Nature 
gloomy, mournful, and yet majestic too. 

They sat down and, while there was still light, studied once 
more the well-thumbed map, with its vague outlines, and no 
longer simple when compared with the tossed and broken 
zigzag of mountain kloof and gorge. 

' It would seem easier,' said Webster, 'to flank the mountain 
from the spot where we now stand, rather than attempt to 
scale its front in search of that profile of a face, whose like- 
ness may have appeared plain to your uncle, but which very 
likely will offer to us no resemblance.' 
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' I think so also/ said Laura^ ' for^ see^ when we get round 
the mountain through the forest here marked^ we enter ap- 
parently a wide valley where we should have no difficulty in 
finding the ruins said to exists and the rock bears to the 
north-west^ distant about ten miles.' 

' I should prefer to follow the old hunter's directions^' said 
Hume ; ' but if we cannot find the face in the mountain^ then 
we could adopt your suggestion. ' 

' Very well/ said Webster, ' but it will be more difficult to 
scale that wall than to strike through the forest.' 

' Perhaps, but I have a desire to stand where he stood in the 
place of the eye at sunrise and see the flaming signal as he 
saw it, or fail to see, for now I have lost faith.' 

* No, my friend, you have not,' said Laura ; ' for then you 
would have no wish to follow your uncle's wanderings. He 
must have been a man of rare courage to have struggled alone 
as he did, and as we are five, if we have but a part of his deter- 
mination we must succeed. How desolate, how melancholy, 
the place is, with scarce a sign of life, except for that eagle 
soaring there.' 

' Yet those reeds must shelter herds of buffalo, and sea-cow, 
and we know not what else.' 

' We are seen,' broke in Sirayo's deep tones. 

' Seen ! By whom }* 

Sirayo pointed with an assegai to the nearest peak, distant 
about two miles, and shading their eyes, for they stood in the 
light, while the slopes running towards them were in shadow, 
they looked anxiously up. 

' I see nothing,' said Laura. 

' There is a man standing on a rock,' said Klaas. 

' It may be a bush or stone,' muttered Webster. 

* Neh, sieur, it is a man.' 

' They are right,' said Hume ; ' look !' and he pointed to 
where a column of smoke rose straight into the air from a spur 
which ran to the forest behind them. 

As they watched, another column shot into the air behind ; 
then a third, from the summit of the mountain ; then a fourth, 
faintly descried still more distant ; and as they looked, the 
darkness swept over the scene, and in place of the smoke there 
gleamed out a spot of red on the peak. 

' They speak to one another of our coming,' said Sirayo. 

' There you see Kaffir telegraphy. Miss Laura ; in five 
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minutes the villages within ten miles have warning. The way 
through the forest you suggested is guarded ; we must seek the 
shelter of the reeds and push on under their cover. There 
must be no fires to-night. Forward !* 

Slowly they picked their way over loose stones, through 
dongas deep and slippery, through thorns and bushes, until 
the reeds closed upon them. Then, with their heavy hunting 
knives, they cut out an open space, stacked the fallen reeds 
in a wall, made beds with the leaves of others, and passed the 
night. 






CHAPTER XXVII. 

A NIGHT IN THE REEDS. 

The day's long march had tired them^ and wanting the sociable 
aid of a fire^ they soon fell asleep^ each one on his own bed 
of reeds, lulled by the continuous ripple and murmur of the 
waving mass. The two blacks slept with their blankets com- 
pletely drawn over their heads, so that no sound disturbed 
them, but the other three in turn would start, and with lifted 
head peer vainly into the blackness round them, and twice 
Laura reached out a hand on either side to feel if her pro- 
tectors were there, and each time the hand instinctively was 
grasped in a strong palm. 

At a deep, low growl of some prowling animal, perchance 
the lion seen on the march, Hume sat up gently and cradled 
his gun on his knees, giving ear to the soft, mysterious creep- 
ing noises, as though a legion of elves were whispering in the 
reeds, and eyeing the stars for comfort. As he listened he 
heard the beast outside move ofl^ uttering a deep-drawn sigh^ 
and he was about to lie down again, when he fancied he heard 
the sound of another animal sniffing. The noise, however, 
was not repeated, or the heavy breathing of the sleepers pre- 
vented him from tracing it, but he was on his guard again, 
with every sense on the alert. He could feel that something 
was stealing in upon them, and the slight path they could not 
avoid making when they entered was no doubt being used. 
He had fixed his couch opposite the entrance, and held his 
rifle with the muzzle towards it ; but if his suspicions were 
correct, and something was approaching, the movement was 
more stealthy than the advance of a footless serpent. Pre- 
sently, however, raising his glance until he dimly outlined the 
waving heads of the reeds against the stars, he saw a reed bend 
slowly away, and then another, each one disappearing as 
though gently drawn down. 
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There could only be one solution to that mystery. The 
reeds must have been cut at their base, and then gently 
lowered, and whose work could this be but that of a human 
foe, patient and cunning? At once he cocked the trigger, and 
the sharp click woke Webster with a start. 

' S-sh !' Hume hissed, while still keeping his eyes fixed on 
the reed tops. 

The cHck of the gun and the noise of the waking man had 
been heard, for the movement stopped. The moments went 
slowly by, and for the one who was in ignorance the suspense 
was keen. 

' What is it ?' whispered Webster at last. 

Hume bent over to reply. ' I think we have been tracked. 
Waken Sirayo.' 

Webster laid his hand on the chiefs blanket, and slowly 
drew it from his face. 

He saw the gleam of the fierce eyes as the cold night air at 
once awakened the sleeper ; then there was a deep drawn sniff, 
and without a sound, the Zulu was sitting up. 

Hume still kept his eyes fixed on the reeds, but noting no 
further movement, he rose gently to his feet, and slipping over 
the bundle of reeds, sank to the ground, and with his rifie held 
before him, with one hand crawled slowly to the edge with- 
out hint to anyone. On returning, however, he felt on either 
side, and found reeds carefully laid after being cut. 

He had made noise enough, and on his return to the en- 
closure he found all the party astir. 

'There is no doubt of it,' he said ; 'we have been followed.' 

' Yes,' said Sirayo ; ' there are people afoot.' 

' How do you know, chief, since you slept when this man 
stole in on us ? and how he came, and when he went, is to me a 
mystery. He cut the reeds as he advanced, and lowered each 
one to the ground. Before he came I heard the sigh of a lion.' 

' Mawoh !* exclaimed the Gaika. 

' Well, Klaas, what is it ?' 

' It is the wizard ; the same who came to the kraal after the 
lion sprang over. They go in couples.' 

' It may be the same,' muttered Hume ; ' what do you say, 
Sirayo ?' 

' I know not,' said the Zulu gloomily, ' for the ways of those 
men are dark ; but there are people afoot ; I can hear them 
now.' 
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There was a long spell of silence after this, as they listened, 
with a feeling at their hearts that if there were people moving 
it was in search of them. 

' Eweh ! it is true !' broke in Klaas ; ' they are men on the 
war-trail, and they sing of battles.' 

' I hear nothing,' said Laura, trembling. 

' Nor I,' growled Webster. 

' Neither do I,' said Hume ; ' but these men do. If they 
sing, however, thev must be halting round their fires, and if 
they are after us there is nothing to fear now ; but we must 
shift our quarters before we are trapped. What do you say, 
Sirayo ?' 

* Yebo, we must fly to the mountain and hide. No man can 
live long in these reeds, and a woman would be quickly struck 
down by the sickness.' 

' Yes, we must reach the mountains.' 

' What !' said Webster ; ' at first we fly to the reeds, to 
escape the people on the hills — people we cannot see ; and 
now you ask us to fly to the mountains to escape people we 
cannot hear. It seems to me we are dodging shadows.' 

' You are right,' said Hume wearily; ' for what but a shadow 
could have stolen in like this man did just now while I watched 
and listened ? For all we know he may have returned.' 

' Don't !' gasped Laura ; ' when I look round I see eyes 
staring at me, and in every noise I hear a footstep. It is 
horrible, this place, and the air seems heavy.' 

' Let us get out, then,' said Webster ; ' but it is a mystery to 
me why we should have entered a place which is now con- 
sidered to be a trap.' 

' It is no use discussing the matter ; let us quickly get our 
traps together ;* and suiting the action to the word, Hume 
rolled up his blanket. Luckily the bundles containing the 
kits were still intact. 

Soon they were all ready, and then they followed Hume 
deeper into the reeds, until one of the numerous game tracks 
was crossed, upon which they followed it to the edge, coming 
out about two hundred yards below the spot where they 
entered. Then, treading softly to leave no spoor, they ad- 
vanced for a considerable distance, when the pace was quick- 
ened up the rising and rock-strewn ground. And now they 
were out in the open they heard, unmistakably, the murmur 
of many voices^ and caught, afar ofi*, on the edge of the reeds. 
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the reflection of fires. Their fears at once saw enemies seated 
about those fires, and gave them energy to pursue their way. 
Gradually the ground grew rougher, the incline more steep; 
but Sirayo unerringly kept to a ridge that wound tortuously up 
among valleys whose growing depth could only be felt. Up 
and up they went doggedly, with bodies bent forward to the 
incline, and the two friends took Laura each by an arm, and 
always spurring them on came the faint echo of that deep- 
throated war-chant. 

' I can go no further,' said Laura presently, with her hand 
to her side. 

' Rest awhile,' said Hume gently ; and she sank to the 
ground, while the men stood near drawing deep breaths. 

' The sun is soon up,' said Sirayo, ' and the watchers on the 
mountain will see us.' 

Webster thrust his gun into Hume's hands, and, picking her 
up, went staggering on a few ineffectual yards. 

' Thank you,' she said, as she sank to the ground, and at the 
words Hume recalled the stinging rebuff he had received when 
he had lifted her in his arms on the Swift, Time and the 
alarms of many dangers had since then tamed her spirit to 
indifference as to the degree of respect due to her, and she 
would not have revolted had the Gaika carried her; but 
Hume read in her thanks a deeper meaning. 

'The horizon on the east is brightening, and in an hour 
there will be light. Let us find shelter, and rest the day,' he 
said. 

' Go on,' she said ; ' but as for me, I will stay here.' 

' And I, too,' said Webster. 

' Stay, Klaas,' said Hume quietly ; then went off with Sirayo 
up the ridge. 

' He has left you to me,' murmured Webster. 

' I am content,' she said ; * his energy tires me.' 

' I care not, if we are together,* 

'The baas has gone to find a hiding-place ; he will return/ 
said Klaas. 

' Of course,' said Webster bitterly ; 'it is of our safety he is 
thinking, and the mischief is that I am completely helpless in 
my ignorance.' 

' I am too tired to talk,' she muttered ; and l^e sat looking 
out over the dark expanse to a light in the eastern sky. 

In a few minutes Hume and Sirayo were back again. 
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' There is a place above here where we can halt against the 
shelter of a precipice, which will screen us from any people 
above. It is but a short distance.' 

' It is so restful here/ she said. 

' Persuade her,' he said, turning to Webster. 

' I have not the will, even if I had the privilege,' he replied ; 
' she is tired.' 

'Come,' said Hume harshly; 'this is no time to be nice. 
We can take no risks, and must reach the shelter.' 

She rose up, and disdaining any offer of help, walked on ; 
and so, in silence, they continued until the precipice was 
reached. Here among some huge boulders they spread their 
blankets, and in a minute Laura and the two blacks were in 
deep slumber. 

'Sleep, Frank,' said Webster ; 'you will wear yourself out.' 

' So much the better for you,' he said. 

'Look here, Frank, you are the leader, and I follow you 
with my eyes shut ; but heavens above, man, my helplessness 
breeds in me a feeling of desperation, which finds vent now 
and again in bad humour. You must bear with me.' 

' Ay, and what of myself } I have brought you all here, 
and am answerable for your safety. That is anxiety enough 
without the additional weight of your ill humour and her 
dislike.' 

' It will be all right when the morning breaks ; now sleep, 
my lad.' 

Frank stretched himself out and Webster remained on guard 
till the dawn broke in a red glory, and the heavy mists began 
to roll up from the river. Then Sirayo and Klaas arose and 
went away to a fountain, which gurgled from the rock, to wash 
the sleep from their eyes, and to polish their white teeth with 
bits of stick. Then one of them made a fire with dry sticks, 
trusting to the curling wraiths of mist to hide the slight smoke, 
and the other filled the kettle. They built up a screen of 
rocks to hide the blaze, then sat down to warm their hands 
and feet. Then Hume woke, and when the coffee was ready 
Laura stirred under her blanket and lifted her head to look 
around. 

' For heaven's sake, Laura,* said Webster, ' do go and wash 
that hideous mask from your face ! It is a nightmare.' 

' Thank you,' she said stiffly, but, nevertheless, was prompt 
to take the hint, Webster leading her to the fountain, while 
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Hume looked after them with a sigh. His ' face had a worn 
and anxious look^ and his cheeks seemed to have suddenly 
hoUowed. 

' Laura/ said Webster gravely ; ' we did not behave well to 
Frank last nighty and he feels it deeply. Be kind to him.' 

She looked at him with a flash in her eyes. ' You presume 
too much/ she said coldly ; but, nevertheless, on returning to 
the fire, she took her place next to Hume, and treated him 
with a winning deference that soon smoothed the lines from 
his face. 

Then they sat and watched the mist fade and the country 
below appear suddenly fresh and brilliant in the soft light, 
and presently, as they looked, they saw a band of warriors 
move quickly along the edge of the reeds. In the clear light 
they were plainly seen even to the colour of their shields, and 
it was noticed that at intervals small bodies broke away to enter 
the reeds, while the rest foUowed the lead of a solitary 
warrior who went ahead. 

' They are hunting,' said Hume. 

' Yebo — they hunt us ; and the men who enter the reeds 
are stationed in game tracks. It is good ; they think we are 
still there.* 

' And if we had remained,' said Laura,/ could we not have 
hidden?' 

' No, Inkosikasi ; those men who continue will presently 
enter in the rear of our retreat. They will then spread out 
and advance. If we were there we should be driven ahead 
like game, and those stationed in the paths would see us 
sooner or later. Oh, ay, it is a goodj plan they have made, 
but we have made a better.' 

She put her hand on Hume's shoulder. 

' You were right, Frank.' 

They watched in breathless interest, and it followed as 
Sirayo had said. When the main body of warriors reached 
the spot they entered the reeds, leaving half a dozen men on 
the outside, who turned and followed the line of beaters. 

' Two of those are white men,' said Klaas ; ' they carry 
guns.' 

' The devils,' growled Webster ; ' there is some mystery in 
the hate with which they pursue us.' 

' No mystery,' answered Laura ; ' they have the key to the 
Golden Rock, and know we are in seardi of it.' 



192 THE GOLDEN ROCK 

' I'm afraid it is so/ said Hume. ' They do not shout as 
they would if they were after game ; and^ see^ a buffalo has 
broken cover^ and the men on the outside do not fire.' 

For an hour the man hunt went on^ and from time to 
time game of all kinds broke out^ circled round unnoticed^ 
and re-entered the reeds. At last a gun was fired as a signal, 
and the men straggled out in twos and threes till the whole 
body had re-assembled about a mile below the point they had 
entered. They remained for some time, after which they lit 
fires, while half a dozen men again advanced, quartering the 
ground along the reeds, searching evidently for spoor. 

' It is well we were careful to leave no spoor when quitting 
the reeds,' muttered Hume, as he brushed his hand across his 
brow. 

Slowly the six men advanced until they were opposite the 
retreat, when they again entered the reeds, remaining hidden 
for some time, to emerge at last from the very game track 
followed by the fugitives. 

Hume grasped his rifie, while Sirayo's hand felt for his 
assegai. 

The men stayed a few minutes gesticulating ; then four of 
them started back for the main body, leaving two, who 
moved about for some time with their bodies bent. Then, 
straightening up, they advanced swiftly. 

' Good God !' muttered Hume ; ' they have hit off the spoor. 
Behind the rocks !' 

Sirayo said a word to the Gaika, and, slipping off their 
blankets, they each took an assegai and went down, one on 
each side oi the ridge, taking so much advantage of the 
shelter, that, after a few moments, even Hume could not follow 
them. 

' Have they deserted V said Laura, with a gasp. 

'No,' said Hume, in a suppressed whisper; 'they are 
taking the only measure that will save us. They ^e brave 
men and faithful, and our Uves depend on them.' 

' It is true,' she murmured, while her eyes grew large. ' I 
said it when you first told me of the accursed Rock — ^it can 
only be reached through blood.' 

From the shelter of the rocks they saw the two men breast 
the ridge, following on the spoor Hke bloodhounds, and 
stopping at intervals to look over the ground ahead. Gradu- 
ally their pace slackene4> until, when they had reached the 
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place where Laura had rested, they halted, and seemed 
reluctant to advance further ; indeed, after looking long at 
the precipice which crossed the ridge, they turned to retreat. 

They were about four hundred yards off, and Hume raised 
his rifle. 

' If they escape,' he said, ' the whole crowd will be about 
us, and if I fire it will also draw them.' 

At this moment the men sprang aside as though suddenly 
alarmed, and in the same breath the two concealed foes 
hurled themselves upon them. There was a shout, the 
sharp click of assegais, a death hug and tumble, and two 
men arose to continue their flight down the hill. 

The three spectators looked at each other horrified. 

' Our men are killed,' said Webster, moistening his lips. 

' This is the beginning of the end,' she whispered ; ' poor 
Klaas, who was so willing, and Sirayo so strong and brave.' 

Hume looked after the two men with despair in his eyes. 
They reached the bottom of the ridge, shouted after the four 
men, who were half-way to the main body, and then entered 
the reeds. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THE FACE OF ROCK. 

'It won't be long before they attack us, will it?* asked 
Webster quietly ; ' the main body may be two miles away, or 
perhaps three^ allowing for the roughness of the ground. 
They will learn where we are in half an hour. We've got 
an hour — plenty of time to build a circular wall from the base 
of the cliff.' 

'We three are left,' murmured Laura; 'and if we are to die, 
let us die together.' 

' Don't let us talk of dying,' said Hume, who had been in a 
brown study. 

'We've beaten them off before, and we'll do it again,' 
continued Webster; 'but we must have our bulwarks high 
and stanch. Let us begin.' 

' There is no necessity ; at least, I hope so. Wait until I 
return,' and he cautiously went down the ridge. 

' What's in the wind now ?' muttered Webster, as the two 
looked anxiously at each other, and then stood waiting in 
silence while they searched the ground in vain for any sign of 
him. At last, after a torturing interval, they saw him reach 
the scene of the fight, saw him a moment, and then under- 
went the same suspense. It might have been an hour after he 
left them that he suddenly appeared below them from behind 
a bush, and his face told its tale before he cried, ' It is all 
right.' 

' How,' they said, ' can it be right ? Surely there were two 
men kiUed, and the others escaped ?' 

'Yes,' said Hume, rubbing his knees, for he had* crawled 
for many a yard ; ' but the two men killed were our enemies.' 

' But why, then, did our men leave us ?' 

' Be sure they have some good reason. When I saw the 
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two retreat after the figbt^ I thought^ with you, that Sirayo 
and Klaas had been killed ; but I could not understand how 
a man like Sirayo could fall before a foe not armed with a 
gun, and something in their walk aroused my hopes. When 
they entered the reeds, I was convinced they were our men ; 
for, naturally, the others, if they had escaped, would have run 
on at once to the main body.' 

' Shake, old man,' said Webster ; * you've put me in good 
heart again ;' and the two brown and sinewy hands came 
together in an iron grasp. 

'Don't leave me out,' she whispered, and with the first 
laugh that had left their lips for some time, the three crossed 
hands. Then, seating themselves on the long grass between 
the rocks, they watched the Zulus right through the morning, 
and into the afternoon. There was no movement until the 
sun was on the downward slope, and the shadow of the 
mountain had lengthened out, when. the warriors fell into four 
companies, and entered upon what, from the deep-throated 
shouts that marked time to their antics, was evidently a war- 
dance. 

'See !' said Hume anxiously, 'they are preparing to attack; 
there can be no doubting that dance. Can it be possible that 
they know we are here ?* 

' If our men have told them,' said Webster gloomily. ' But,' 
he added grimly, ' let them come, and have done with this 
suspense.' 

' They are moving now !' 

' And coming this way !' 

' Yes, by heavens !' 

' Hark,' said Laura, ' what booming noise is that ?' 

The two men looked at her, at the wild gleam in her eyes, 
at the parted lips and heaving breast, and the dew stood in 
beads on their foreheads at the awful thought that her mind 
had given way. 

' Why do you look at me so ? Do you not hear it — there !' 

Hume started, and bent his eyes to the top of the krantz. 

' I have it I' he almost shouted, ' they are not coming to 
attack us ; that noise you hear is made by the people above 
sounding the alarm with their horns.' 

' But the Zulus are coming this way,* said Webster. 

' They may turn off before they reach the ridge.' 

On came the band of warriors, walking in column of six 
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abreast^ with their Indunas on their left. A ribbon of white 
ran down the dark line, made by the mark on their shields, 
and presently the nodding plumes could be seen. Suddenly 
they wheeled to the left and wound their way up to a spur of 
the mountain, until the long colunm of about six hundred 
men was marching parallel to the ridge where the fugitives 
hid, and bars of light shone between the ranks. As the 
shadows darkened the column was hidden by the rising ground, 
and, except for an occasional horn blast echoing firom the 
mountain, there was nothing to tell of the presence of savages 
near. 

So the long day drew to its close, leaving the three uneasy 
and wearied in spirit from the recurring strains, and they waited 
with fresh suspense for the return of Sirayo and Klaas. 
Happily, however, they were not kept long waiting, for soon 
after the night had fallen a low whistle sounded below them, 
and Hume responding, the two suddenly appeared out of the 
darkness. 

They were overwhelmed with questions, for the joy of the 
three at their safe return broke down the barriers of reserve 
observed in intercourse between them. 

' We have not eaten,' said Klaas practically. 

' We may build a fire,' said Sirayo, and throwing down their 
assegais, they were about to bring in wood and water. 

* Rest,' said Hume ; * we will do this,' and very soon a fire 
was made under the shelter of a rock, the kettle was put on, 
and the food brought out. 

The two natives were left to their repast, and when at last 
they filled their pipes they were again questioned. 

'We went into the reeds,' said Sirayo, 'as you saw.' 

'We thought at first you had been killed.' 

' Yoh ! we each smote our man, for they were startled ; 
then we took their shields, called to the other four to throw 
them off their guard, and entered the reeds. We went 
through them till we came abreast of the impi. Then we 
lay and watched. There were four Indunas and two white 
men. They ate and slept, and in the afternoon took medicine 
firom the amapakati, a big man whom the Gaika had seen 
before.' 

' Eweh,' interposed Klaas, whose eyes gleamed through the 
dark, ' the same who came to the kraal, and who last night 
crept in upon us.' 
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'They took medicine and danced. Then they marched^ 
and we thought at first they were going to eat you up. I saw 
the people on the mountain. They took alarm ; the horns 
sounded^ and I knew the impi was not on your spoor. They 
have made their fires high up, and in the morning will ascend. 
It is well. Our path will be clear.' 

' And the white men ?' 

' One I have seen before/ said Klaas, ' a small man with 
a yellow skin. The other I know not, but his arm is hurt. It 
was he the baas hit when we were at the waggon.' 

' You have done good service, and we will remember. They 
will have their hands full with the mountain people.' 

' Oh, ajri, and with the people beyond if they enter the 
valley.' 

' Then our chances improve,' said Hume, turning to Webster, 
'for while they are fighting we may shp through undetected.' 

' I suppose there can be little doubt that this is Lieutenant 
Gobo, and that he has somehow possessed himself of the 
secret of the Rock.' 

' And he has lost much time in his efforts to put us out of 
the way. We'll be before him yet, unless we take this oppor- 
tunity of escaping.' 

' No, no,' cried Laura ; ' we have already undergone in 
imagination the terror of violent death, and we must continue. 
I have watched you to-day, and saw how anxiety has left its 
mark on your faces. Imagine how it has been with me. 
I can feel that there are gray hairs on my forehead, that my 
cheeks have thinned, my mind is stored with the memory of 
alarms, and if we retired there would be nothing for me but 
the bitterness of disappointment and of failure. I must reach 
this Golden Rock, and then the future will once more brighten 
before me. This mission stands for me in place of everything 
I have lost, and you know what that loss has been.' 

' Do you recall how the Swift leapt at the great sides of the 
cruiser through a fury of shot?' asked Webster slowly, his 
mind going back to that one great tragedy of their lives. 

' Yes,' said Hume softly, ' and I think we said we would do 
something for the relatives of the gallant fellows who went to 
their death with Captain Pardoe.' 

' Then we advance,* said Laura. ' When }* 

'Well, we must wait until the Zulus have broken camp, 
then we must strike across their line of march, and continue 
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souths about six miles^ I should say^ from my recollection of 
the map^ to bring us opposite that bend in the mountain where 
the Rock may be seen from. I cannot understand why Gobo, 
if he is in search of the treasure^ should approach the mountain 
at the spot selected.' 

They continued to discuss this absorbing subject for some 
time before seeking rest. In the morning a sharp outlook was 
kept on the movements of the Zulus from the top of the krantz, 
and they were seen to be afoot soon after dawn ; and as the 
clouds lifted later on it was also seen that the people on the 
mountain had gathered in small bodies. When the last of the 
Zulus had been swallowed up in the deep gorges which scarred 
the face of the granite mass^ the little party set out on a 
course parallel with the base of the mountain. This presently 
took them across the wide track beaten down in the grass by 
the naked feet of the warriors, and, taking advantage of the 
shelter, they pushed on until noon, when the mountain dipped 
round to the south. Before this they had heard the sound of 
firing reverberating from the deep ravines, but the shoulder 
of the mountain now concealed them. They paused now for 
a rest after their sharp burst, and to prepare for the arduous 
labour of the ascent in search of the Eye in the face of rock. 

Above them towered the great mass, bare of trees, and grim 
with scars and fissures cut by the sharp teeth of the wind and 
rain. As is the case with many African mountains, the summit 
was rimmed with a sheer precipice that seemed from far below 
quite impassable. They traced the contour of the upper rim 
for sign of profiles, which are oflen fantastically outlined by 
the rock, but without success, and, having sufficiently rested, 
began the ascent. 

They had carefully marked off their position by the map, 
and, in the excitement of nearing their goal, had completely 
forgotten the neighbourhood of rivals and enemies in the field. 
They went on from spur to spur, and whenever they topped 
a ridge the face of the mountain took fresh shape, and they 
would pause to scan its rugged front. 

At last, after one of these halts, there suddenly opened 
before them, and above, a narrow fissure in the mountain ; 
and at the very top, sharply defined against the sky, stood 
out the profile of a human face, the forehead sloping back to 
the very skj'^-line of the mountain, the nose straight and clear 
cut, the lips full, the chin with a bold and sweeping curve. 
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and the neck clearly defined before it joined the parent rock. 
This profile would have been accounted something curious, 
but not unusual, if it had not been for the marvel of the eye, 
which seemed actually to sparkle with a look of mortal intelli- 
gence. The eyebrow was clearly marked — the lines beneath 
as well ; but what gave to the feature its magic touch of 
realism was a spark of light from the retina. This lent 
majesty to the face. The eye seemed to follow them as they 
moved, and they could not suppress a feeling that there was 
some living and awful power bending its gaze in severe dis- 
pleasure upon them. 

Hume drew a long breath, and then began, in his excite- 
ment, to fill his pipe, while, with a smile of triumph, he stood 
looking at the face. 

' By Jove,' he said, ' the old man was right after all !' 

' It is wonderful,* said Laura, with a shiver ; ' but I wish it 
had not such a human look.' 

'There is something in it,' said Webster, in a low voice, 
' that reminds me of an eye shining through a layer of still 
clouds.* 

After an exclamation that broke from their lips at the first 
shock of startled surprise, the two natives turned their backs 
to this mysterious and threatening portent. 

Hume alone was not oppressed. Whether because he was 
free from superstition, and had little imagination, he regarded 
the face as merely a natural curiosity, and was moved only 
because it did exist. 

' Come,' he said cheerily, ' let us reach it before nightfall. 
See, the ravine before us leads right up, and though the 
mountain rises to the face apparently in a straight wall, there 
is no doubt a way up. Take your bearings, Webster.' 

They looked at the face, and then at the points around 
that were most conspicuous, and then they looked at each 
other, startled and dismayed. 

When their gaze again returned to the face, the eye was 
no longer there, and the face itself, deprived of that living 
spark, seemed not the same. 

' Never mind,' said Hume, with a strange laugh, ' we have 
seen it. Forward !' 

Somewhat reluctantly, they moved on, casting questioning 
glances above ; but when presently the face was hidden by an 
intervening ridge, they shook off their fear, to be revived 
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again when they entered the ravine. This cut deeply into 
the heart of a mountain^ a vast and gloomy fissure where the 
sun scarcely entered, the haunt of the owl, but of no other 
living creature. Lofty walls towered above them, and the 
bottom was covered with a litter of loose stones and gigantic 
boulders. At each step the stones clattered away, and the 
sounds echoed and re-echoed. 

They did not speak above a whisper, for a loudly uttered 
word was tossed back from side to side and rolled up in deep 
mutterings. And then the gloom was so deep, especially 
when a slight bend to the left shut out the opening behind, 
that it seemed as if night had already fallen, and one of them 
looking up, saw pale stars appear out of the blue. Still they 
plodded on, with many rests, as the incline grew rapidly 
steeper, and Hume affirmed that in an hour they would reach 
the top. 

'It only wants that time to sunset,' said Webster, 'and 
before then it will be too dark in this wolfs throat to see a 
yard.' 

' At any rate, let us get as near the top as we can, so that 
we can reach the face before sunrise.' 

' If it is there still,' muttered Webster gloomily. 

Again they advanced, the darkness deepening, and the 
walls narrowing in upon them, until Hume, who was leading, 
uttered a sharp cry. 

' What is it now, in Heaven's name ?' 

' The way is barred. We're in a cul-de-sac !* 

They went up to Hume and stood against a great wall, 
which, as they could dimly see, stretched right across. 

All sank to the ground with a first feeling of relief that 
they had to go no further, except Hume, and he went from 
side to side, feeling with his hands for some way over this 
obstacle. 

' It is no good,' he cried ; ' we must halt here and try again 
to-morrow.* 

His words were met by a sound of weeping as Laura, tired 
out, for the first time gave way to a spasm of sobs which 
shook her frame and awoke echoes the most melancholy in 
that profound abyss. This sign of womanly weakness at once 
restored to the men courage to face this new trouble with 
cheerfulness, and, deeming it best to leave her to the relief of 
tears, they busied themselves in making for her a comfortable 
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couch^ finding material in a mass of fern which grew at one 
spot where water oozed from the rock. The dried ferns also 
served for fuel^ and presently the flames flickered up^ casting 
fantastic shadows. They made light of their position^ being 
rewarded by seeing Laura take her coffee, and tasteless 
damper and tough biltong, with the relish of hunger. Pipes 
were lit, she rolled a cigarette, and they leant back to gaze 
up at the stars, now out in all their brilliancy, increased by 
the darkness from which they looked. 

Then, rolling themselves in their blankets, they fell into a 
profound sleep, in spite of the hard rocks, and were not dis- 
turbed until far into the night, when they were aroused by 
the sound of the wind moaning down the ravine. They drew 
their covering tighter to shut out the cold, but the noise 
coming and going in a manner weird beyond the power of 
words to express, they sat up to listen. Then they found 
there was no breath of air stirring about them, and that the 
noise came intermittently in blasts from one direction, being 
caught up by the echoes and sent booming from side to side. 
When the echoes rolled away there would be a fresh blast, a 
wailing note, a gasp as if the wind were struggling in some 
long funnel, and, mingled with this sound, they fancied there 
was some human note. 

' There is a mystery here,' said Hume, rising. 

' It is the wizard of the mountain,* said Klaas, shivering. 
' His breath will wither your flesh.* 

' Oh, hang the wizard !* growled Hume, as he moved off 
away from the barrier ; but the sound came again, rising from 
a moan to a shrill screech. 

They stood to their arms, driven to a pitch of fiiry by the 
disturbing noise, until there was light enough to reveal 
objects at hand, when they peered up at the walls above. 

Suddenly the Gaika yelled aloud, and covered his eyes. 

' What do you see ?' asked Hume sternly. 

* The white breath of the wizard, sieur !' 

Hume stood by Klaas, and looked up just as from a point 
about fifty feet above a puff of white darted from the rock, 
followed by the now famihar wail. He laughed at the sight. 

^ Here is our tormentor,' he cried ; ^ a blast of wind blowing 
through a natural funnel,' and he pointed to the spot. 

They gathered near him, and Webster, with a quick glance 
at the rock, began to climb. From point to point he went 
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with seeming ease^ until, reaching a ledge, he stood before the 
aperture. 

'By Jove/ he cried, 'there's a gale of wind blowing 
through !' then, after a pause, while his face was at the open- 
ing : ' A light ! I can see through. Hume, suppose tbiis is 
the way after all.* 

* Is the opening large enough for a man to pass through ?' 

* I will see.* 

They saw dimly his body disappear, and waited anxiously 
while the moments slipped swiftly by. 

' He is a long time,* muttered Hume. 

' He is in danger,* said Laura, in a low voice, coming close to 
his side ; ' I feel it' 

' I will see,' he said. 

' Yes,' she whispered ; ' I suppose you must,* but she laid a 
trembling hand on his arm, while her face looked ghastly white. 

Sirayo let slip the blanket from his shoulders, and with a 
piece of fat rubbed his skin until it shone. Then quickly he 
scaled the rock and disappeared. 

And the three left behind stood there looking up at the 
hole, while across the cleft above struck a broad fan of light, 
making a silver track along the rocks on their right, and by 
the pale reflection they saw the opening more clearly, and 
were startled by the sudden appearance of the chief. Hume 
placed his hand on Laura's shoulder. 

' Have you found him }' asked Hume quietly. 

' Yebo. But it is bad. He is dead I' 

' Dead !' they muttered ; ' dead!' 

' He lies here in the passage.' 

' Let us go to him,' said Laura, shaking off her fears at once. 

' Is the way easy ?' asked Hume. 

* It is easy.' 

She sprang to the rock, and Sirayo came down to help her, 
while Hume saw that her footing was secure. They entered 
a tunnel, which for some distance was quite round, and through 
which, one at a time, they crawled. Then there was more 
room, and, guided by the light of day ahead, they went on 
where the timnel opened out on a wide ledge. Here lay 
their comrade with liis face to the sky, and blood oozing from 
a wound on his head. 

About fifty yards to their right and above them was the 
Face! 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

A FEARFUL POSITION. 

'He is not dead/ said Hume^ as he earnestly studied the 
white face. 

' Oh, thank Heaven ! Quick ! bring him in here out of the 
sun ;* and, sitting down in the shadow of the opening, she 
took the wounded head upon her lap, and, with a firm, yet soft 
touch, parted the matted hairs. * Now get water and brandy.* 

Hume went swiftly back to the place they had just left, and 
on his return with water he found she had cut away the hair 
with her scissors, which she always carried. 

' It is only a surface wound. I think we have some maize 
meal left ; give me some.' 

Hume unbound a small bundle, and produced a packet of 
meal, of which she grasped a handful and laid it on the wound, 
pressing it with her hand till the oozing blood caked it into 
an impervious plaster. 

' That will stop the bleeding. Now a drop of brandy,' and, 
taking a pannikin handed to her, she poured a few drops into 
his mouth, bathing his forehead with the rest. * Make a couch 
there with the blwikets.' This was done, and the insensible 
form laid softly down. 

Then she sat by his side, bathing his forehead at intervals, 
and watching with an absorbed look, while Hume stood near 
pale and silent, and the two natives crouched in the cave. 

' Don't stand there,* she said, without removing her gaze ; 
'it irritates me. Find out how it happened.' 

Hume stepped out on to a broad ledge and stood in a maze, 
looking without seeing anything, until the rush of an eagle 
before his face made him recoil and restored his faculties. 
Then he keenly noted the surroundings. The ledge termin- 
ated at the cave, and from its lip a frightful precipice sank 
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down and down into the rock-strewn depths. On his right the 
ledge swept up the face of the krantz to where the Face stood 
out from the rock^ about two hundred feet above. He noted 
that the outline was not so clear, the smoothness observable 
from a distance being broken up by cracks and inequalities^ 
while the neck was detached, and in the eye was a jagged 
opening without design. Slowly he mounted towards the 
profile, scanning the ledge for a sign of human presence, but 
finding nothing but a certain polish on the rock, which might 
have been caused by the passage of human feet. Without 
difficulty, and without emotion, he stepped into the socket of 
the eye ; but no sooner was he there, with one hand holding 
to the rock to support him, than he thrilled to the thought 
that at last the mysterious Golden Rock was in the range of 
his vision. He drew a deep breath, and, forgetting every- 
thing, stood looking at the scene spread in noble beauty at his 
feet. There it lay, calm, beautiful and peaceful, the valley of 
the shining rock ; the place where no white man had entered ; 
whose secret had been jealously protected for centuries, to 
find its way at last through those gloomy ravines to the solitary 
hunter, and from him to the three who had been so strangely 
thrown together, and who were risking all to win it. Far and 
wide stretched the valley, flanked on the east and south by 
the frowning battlement of rocky mountains ; on the north and 
west by deep forests, whose dark and sombre mantle stretched 
without a break, a valley of gentle grassy undulations, with 
clusters of trees scattered about, and with a broad and shining 
river running through its centre. On the further side large 
herds of cattle grazed, the slopes leading to the river showed 
green in patches, where the mealies grew, while dozens of 
native kraals were visible, and diminutive figures moved 
about in the fields, about the huts, or along the winding paths. 
On the nearer side there were no cattle, neither people nor 
villages, nor the criss-cross of trodden paths, but only an 
irregular structure overgrown with bush, which marked, no 
doubt, the site of the ruins referred to in the map. Long he 
stood drinking in the scene, and making many guesses as to 
the place where the rock should be, until he remembered that 
there was no one with him to share this pleasure. Then he 
examined the rock about him, and saw that a ledge ran from his 
feet along the front of the mountain facing the valley, to disap- 
pear round a projecting shoulder about one hundred yards away. 
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Returning to the cave, he found Laura still sitting by the still 
figure. She looked up with a smile as he entered. 

'He is breathing regularly now, and the bleeding has 
stopped.* 

* You have saved his life, then,' he said warmly ; and added 
softly, ' his life is yours.' 

A deep flush suffused her face, and her lips trembled. 

' Did you find anything }* she asked absently. 

' No,' he answered, with a sigh ; ' but I have seen the 
casket that holds our treasure. I have looked on the valley 
from the eye. We are very near it at last. Will you come 
and see ?* 

' I will wait till he can join us. It is at sunrise only — is it 
not.** — ^we can see the Golden Rock. And to-morrow, then, let 
us stand together and watch for the ray that is to guide us.' 

Hume looked at Webster, and he remembered the silent, 
mysterious foe who had dogged their footsteps. 'If to- 
morrow's sun shines for us,' he murmured. 

At last, in the afternoon, Webster suddenly sat up, and, 
with a wild glare in his eyes, stared around him. 

' We are here, Jim,' she whispered softly. 

The bloodshot eyes sought her pale face. ' And Frank ?' he 
asked. She drew aside, showing Hume standing there. 

' Look out !' he cried hoarsely, ' there is danger here. I 
was struck down just now by some unseen hand. Give me 
my rifle.' 

'There is no fear at present,' she said gently. 'Several 
hours have gone since we found you here.' 

'And Laura has nursed you all that time;' and Hume 
placed her hand in that of the wounded man. 

Then he stepped out again to keep guard, while Klaas, who 
had been very subdued, took infinite pains to make the kettle 
boil out of such scanty fuel as he could find. When night 
closed down Webster was able to sit up, but was still too dizzy 
to stand, and could not, much to his concern, take his turn as 
guard. Klaas was stationed at the back of the cave, Sirayo at 
its mouth, while Hume went forward to seat himself in the 
eye itself. 

There was a profound silence up in that lofty eyry, and the 
long-continued strain they had been subjected to made them 
more liable to the sad influence of the surroundings. In the 
dim light Laura could see the blanketed figure of the Zulu 
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chiefs seated like a stone image on the ledge overhanging tbe 
deep ravine^ and as she watched the blurred outline minute 
after minute without seeing any movement^ she began at first 
to speculate on his reflections; but this train of thought 
rapidly melted into a vague uneasiness^ giving way again to a 
feeling of superstition. Her breath came quicker^ and to still 
her fears she moved softly out on to the ledge and laid a timid 
hand on the bowed shoulder of the immovable savage. 

He turned his head quickly at the touchy his eyes gleaming. 
'I was afraid^' she whispered^ shuddering^ and sat down 
near him^ while he^ after a steady look around^ gravely took 
snuff. 

'Muchdark^' he growled in broken English. 'Inkosikasi 
not like. Sit here ; sleep — no !' and leaning over, he gently 
touched the lip of the precipice with his assegai. 

* It is very deep/ she whispered. ' What did you see down 
there in the dark that you looked so steadily.' 
He shook his head. ' Still,' he said ; ' listen.' 
Drawing his blanket more closely round him, he became 
motionless as before, his sombre eyes fixed on the gloomy 
depths and his ears alert, while she, feeling a little comforted 
by the presence of this watchful figure, turned her white face 
to the brilhant stars. 

In the cave Webster was recovering his strength in a pro- 
found sleep, while behind him the lean Gaika, stretched at 
length in the narrow tunnel, kept doggedly on guard, his 
position being the safest but the most trying, from the cramped 
surroundings and intense gloom. 

The post of danger, however, was on the eye, where Hume 
sat barring the only possible way of approach to the unknown 
enemy who had struck down Webster. Fully two thousand feet 
below him was the wide valley, hidden now by the blackness 
of night, and showing its depth only by one tiny point of red 
where a fire blazed in some kraal. To him there rose soft 
sounds, the lowing of cattle, the cry of wild animals, a song of 
natives, intermingled, and subdued by distance. There was a 
sense of companionship in the sounds, showing as they did the 
presence of living creatures near that lonely height ; but they 
did not appeal to his stem nature. He sat with a grim 
purpose, his rifie cocked, his eai*s bent to detect some other 
iMHS€> and his mind fixed only on the one purpose of defending 
bb position. /In this mysterious being, who had dogged their 
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footsteps, whose every visit had put them to a severe trial, he 
knew he had to deal with someone not only possessed of extra- 
ordinary cunning, but who had a secret knowledge of his name 
and his mission. He would not sound the dangerous depth 
of speculation about the identity of the unknown, but sat on, 
determined and watchful. 

So they continued at their several posts well into the night 
until the wind rose, poured into the ravine, and as on the 
previous night, went moaning into the ear of the cave^ and 
through the narrow tunneL 

Hume stirred in his seat, and placed his finger on the 
trigger. The moment, he thought, had come. Then the 
faint crack of a rifle broke on his ear, followed by a confused 
murmur of voices, and almost at his feet, though far down, a 
circle of fires pierced the darkness with their red points. The 
fires were evidently on the deserted right side of the valley, 
and, as he judged, in the neighbourhood of the ruins. 

Bringing the rifle to his shoulder, and with his elbow rest- 
ing on his knee, he idly sighted at one of these gleaming 
points. While his finger played with a come-and-go touch in 
the curve of the trigger, his nerves suddenly tightened at a 
slight sound. It was a sound made by a man expanding his 
nostrils, the noise he had heard at the reeds — and slowly 
bringing the muzzle round, he fired into the night. There 
was the vivid flash, the crashing report suddenly breaking the 
silence, and a startled cry ^m his rear, where Laura still sat 
dreaming near the still figure of the chief. 

Then a deeper silence than before, save that the wind 
wailed down the ravine ; and Hume, softly rising to his feet, 
sUpped in another cartridge. 

In a moment Sirayo was by his side, having come without 
a sound, and the two stood intently listening, without a 
whisper even of what had occurred. 

^ Are you safe ? Oh ! what is it ?' It was Laura's frightened 
voice hailing. 

Sirayo cUcked with his tongue at the interruption, and 
Hume half turned his head. 

* Frank,' she cried again, nearer at hand. ' Frank ; oh, how 
dark !' 

Hume thought of the narrow ledge, of the fearful precipice, 
of the danger of one false step in the dark, and cried out : 

* Stand where you are. I am coming.' \ 
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Immediately the darkness below was pierced by lurid 1 
flasbes^ and bullets smacked against the rock or whistled 
fiercely overhead. 

Hume fired both barrels, and then swung behind the pro- 
jecting rock which formed the ear of the face. 

' Oh, merciful Lady !* came in a gasp from behind. 

'Take her to the cave, chief,' said Hume quickly, 'and 
return with the other gun.' 

Sirayo slipped away, and Hume, taking a heavy Colt's 
revolver from his belt in his left hand, swung himself round 
and fired along the ledge on the further face of the mountain. 
The first shot was swiftly answered, and as quick as lightnings 
he emptied the remaining barrels, guided by the flashes. 

Sirayo returned, and Hume explained to him that the 
enemy must be advancing along a ledge which sloped away to 
their right for about one hundred paces, to disappear around 
a projecting rock. 

* We should hold this place against a hundred. The only 
danger is lest two or three should crawl up while their com- 
panions fire to attract our attention.' 

' It is easy to shoot wide in the dark,' muttered Sirayo, 'but 
when a man gets close enough to thrust an assegai it is dif- 
ferent.' He felt about with his naked feet to find the nature 
of the foothold. 

Hume fired again, drawing as before an instant reply, the 
bullets singing viciously overhead. 

' They fire high,' said Hume. 

' How wide is the ledge ?' 

' It will take two men, crawling side by side.' 

' Soh ! Here is a plan. Let one of us get out flat on the 
ledge. The other will stand here and fire. Then the other 
will hear if any advance on their bellies, and shoot.' 

' It is good ; I will take the ledge.' 

' Nay, the plan is mine ; I will take the ledge, and if the 
bullet misses, the assegai will not' 

' No, chief; your assegai is good against one or two, but this 
little gun holds six lives.' 

' Go, then,' said Sirayo, with a grim chuckle ; ' but when 
your little gun has spoken let me try my assegai.' 

Hume took ofl* his boots, laid his rifle and cartridge-belt 
aside, and then, feeling his way with his hands, he crept out, 
inch by inch, several yards, until he was well out on the ledge. 
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Then he sat close against the wall of rock, with his revolver 
ready — waiting. It was a dangerous position, and his life 
depended on the keenness of his hearing and steadiness of 
nerve. Before him were cunning foes stealthily advancing, 
and within a yard was the lip of the sheer precipice. 

No sooner had he sat down than Sirayo, standing well out 
in the eye, fired, and the bullet, striking the side of the 
mountain, went humming into the darkness. A solitary shot 
replied; then another nearer, and a third still nearer; and 
immediately after the third report a shout rolled out, deep 
and fierce, thundering taunts. 

* Look out !' hissed Sirayo, and fired again. 

The shouting increased, and Hume's grasp tightened on his 
revolver, while his breathing came quicker. What was that } 
The sound of metal touching the rock — just touching it — ^but 
the faint tinkle was enough. There were men crawling up, 
then! That soft noise — ^it must be made by naked men 
creeping. His arm stiffened — his eyes were riveted — ^he now 
scarcely breathed. Was that a darker shadow before him ? — 
almost within reach — his finger closed on the trigger. There 
was a groan — the rattle of a spear falling — the flash of a gun 
almost in his face, so that the burning powder scorched his 
eyes, and he emptied his remaining barrels before covering his 
eyes with his hand. As he did so he heard at his side the 
double report as Sirayo, advancing, fired ; heard the terrible 
Zulu war-cry, the clash of blades, the fierce grunting of men 
in a death struggle. But he sat helpless, blinded, in an agony 
of pain and apprehension. The sound of the fighting retreated, 
grew more fitful, died away, and with trembling fingers he 
refilled the empty chambers of his pistol, and waited, with his 
hand over his throbbing eyeballs. But the enemy did not 
come ; instead he heard the voice of Sirayo calling ; 

'Eh, Hu-em — Inkose!' — calling surely in some strangely 
unfamiliar tone of fear. 

' Hu-em, my friend, do not desert me.' 

'What is it. chief?' 

' Come ; I cling to the rock.' 

'Good God r cried Hume ; 'wait,' and painfully he groped 
his blind way along, grinding his teeth. 

' Quick, my friend !' cried the chief hoarsely. 

'Yes, yes ; oh, God, for one' moment's strei^h !* 

' Frank, oh, Frank, where are you ?' 

14 
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He turned his head at the sound. ' Laura !' he cried. 

' Oh, thank Heaven !' 

' Listen/ he cried, steadying his voice by a supreme effort. 
' You will find a le<^e on your right Keep your right hand 
to the rock and come on quickly, quickly, for God's sake !' 

There was a sobbing reply, but he heard her come. 

* Where are you Y 

' Here ; but go on quickly to the chief. He is in danger.' 

* But you — you are hurt ?' 

' Go on,' he cried fiercely ; and he felt the touch of her dress 
and heard her voice go out in a quivering cry for Sirayo. 

' Inkosikasi,' came the faint reply. 

She gave a shriek of terror as, guided by the heavy breath- 
ing of the chief, she felt his wrist, and sUpping her hand over 
the straining muscles of the arm, found that he was hanging 
from the ledge. 

' Your other hand,' she said. 

' Broken T he growled. ' Woman weak — ^where Hu-em ?' 

She stretched herself on the ledge, and, reaching over, 
grasped the shoulder-strap from which his bag was suspended. 

* No good,' he panted ; then, in Zulu, he muttered : ' It is a 
far drop, and every bone will be broken. To die like this. 
Inkosikasi !' 

^ Well !* she gasped. 
' A gun is near. Find it iiSP shoot ! So Sirayo dies ! Go 
—find.' 

* Hold on — ^help comes. If you fall you drag me. Frank !' 
There was a movement by her side, fingers felt along her 

outstretched hands, then closed upon the warrior's wrist in a 
grasp of iron, and Hume, shutting his teeth, put forth all his 
strength. 

There was a scramble, a sob, the sound of deep panting 
breaths, and Sirayo was saved. Hume, with a cold sweat on 
his brow, fell back, almost swooning from the fierce throbbing 
of his eyes. Laura gave way to a fit of crying, and Sirayo, 
crawling along the ledge, lay at full length, breathing deeply. 

If the enemy had come now, not one of them could have 
lifted a finger in defence. 




CHAPTER XXX. 

THE PLACE OF THE EYE. 

Some minutes they remained helpless in that perilous position^ 
then Laura aroused^ but at the deep silence — significant of^ 
perhaps, more disaster— she cried out, frightened. 

Hume muttered some inarticulate reply. 

' Oh, let us get away from here,' she said, almost in a whisper. 
* The precipice so near seems to draw me to it, and in every 
breath of wind I hear a stealthy footstep.' 

* Yes, let us go,' he said in a low voice, trying to keep his 
agony from her knowledge. 'Keep your left hand against the 
rock, and tread firmly. Sirayo!' 

' My strength has returned,* answered the chief, though 
he still breathed heavily. * Pass by, and I will follow,' and 
th^re was a movement as he edged to the brink of the 
krantz. 

' I will go first,' said Hume ; ' follow me closely, Laura ;' 
and setting his teeth so that no groan should escape, he 
groped his way along. She came fearfully behind, catching 
her breath now and again, and Sirayo followed. 

Now that the excitement, which had supported them before, 
had died away, the return along that giddy height, with no 
other guide than the sense of touch, was full of t^rors, and 
these increased in the slow and hesitating advance. If she 
had known that the one who led was blind, that at times 
he almost reeled through pain, she must inevitably have 
broken down ; but Hume forced himself to the task with a 
desperate resolve. 

At last he felt the ridge made by the eye, and climbing up, 
helped her to ascend, then asked her if she could go on to the 
cave ; then, as she went on, he sat with his head bowed on his 
hands. 
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' What is it, friend ?' asked Sirayo, as he, in his turn, reached 
the place. 

' I am blind, chief, blind !' was the bitter reply. 

'Yoh!* and, overcome by the terrible nature of the injury 
the Zulu remained dumb. 

' Say nothing to her, for it will soon be morning, and she 
must stand in the eye and watch. Bind this handkerchief 
about my eyes.' 

' I cannot — ^my arm is broken ; but I will send Klaas with 
water. It is bad — this thing that has happened. It would 
have been better had you let me go out on the ledge.' 

' And your arm is broken,* muttered Hume. * We owe our 
lives to her, and the mountain is slipping away.' 

Sirayo caught him, and laid him in a comer of the rock^ 
then went down rapidly to the cave, where he called to Klaas. 

' Where is he ?' asked Laura. 

' He is tired ; moreover, he says the morning is near at hand^ 
when you will stand in the place above.' 

'To see the Golden Rock,' she murmured. ' At last ; but 
at what cost of suffering !' 

' What do you say about the rock ?' asked Webster, sitting 
up suddenly. 

* Are you better }' she asked gently. 

' Ay, except that my head feels strangely light. Where is 
Hume r 

' He has been watching through the night, and is still out 
on the ledge.' 

' Good fellow. I will take his watch when I am well.' And 
with a sigh he sank back on to the couch to sleep again. 

A faint smile hovered about her lips, then she bound Sirayo's 
damaged arm, and at last, drawing her blanket over her, she 
sank into a profound slumber. 

On the rock above, Klaas put a bandage round his master's 
injured eyes, gave him water, and made a pillow for his head. 
Sirayo went out on the ledge again to keep watch, bearing his 
injury with stoic indifference, and grimly bent on doing his 
duty. 

' Sit with your face to the sunrise, Klaas,' whispered Hume, 
* and when you see the sky turn red bring your mistress here.' 

' Eweh, my master.' 

So they sat in the darkness and silence deep and brooding. 

' Do you sleep, Klaas ?' 
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' Neh, sieur.' 

' I feel the touch of the morning wind.' 

' The stars are white, all but one that shines red/ 

' The morning star. The sun will soon be up. Are the clouds 
rising, do you think }* 

' The sky shines like the eye of a pool when the moon looks 
on it.' 

' And the mist ; look below/ 

' It is black below, sieur/ 

The minutes went slowly by. 

* It must be time,' he muttered. ^ What noise is that ?' 

' Birds flying over. They smell the morning ; and the buck 
will now take his stand at the edge of the kloof, to catch th*» 
first warmth of the sun. Ayi ; the red line spreads along the 
sky.' 

^ Call your mistress !' Hume cried. ' The moment is at 
hand !' he murmured ; ' and I — 1 will not see this wonder.' 

Presently she came and stood by him. 

^ I am here, Frank.' 

' Stand in the opening above, with your face to the west, 
and look below to your right. At the first ray of the sun 
you should see the light on the Golden Rock.' 

'Am I to stand there alone,' she said, 'at this moment 
we have looked forward to so intently?' 

' Where is Webster ?' he asked impatiently. 

* He is still weak and asleep. And you, Frank — I can see 
you have been wounded.' 

* For Heaven's sake !' he said, almost fiercely, ' take your 
stand there. I am all right, but knocked up.' 

She sighed, and stepped into the embrasure, and stood there 
waiting, with an oppression at her heart that robbed the 
moment of all its expected joy. The two natives sat near, 
calm and unmoved, perhaps marvelling at the strange ways of 
these restless white people. 

* What do you see ?' asked Hume anxiously, to make her 
talk, so that she should not hear him moan with the pain he 
suffered. 

' I see the rocks on my right, the outlines of the mountains 
beyond, a tremulous light around, but below it is jet black. 
No — there is a faint luminous track winding through the 
blackness.' 

' That is the layer of mist over the river/ 
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"* ' There is a glow on the summits of the distant mountains ; 

and^ oh ! above me^ on the rocks^ there is the reflection as from 
fire. It is the sunlight streaming, and it stjQptches out^ fan- 
shaped, pouring ijts radiance doin^mto' the d^Rcness in count- 
less quivering threads of silver.' W^\ ^ 

'Follow that ftlesm,' he cried*; *^don't let yeinr saze 
wander. 

' It is shivered by a projecting rock on the mountain ade^' 
she continued ; ' but the centre broadens out and flows on 
deeper and deeper, the darkness flying before it, and now 
there is a lake l3ring far below ; no, it is land, I think — ^rolling 
prairie, and oh !' 

< What— what ?' 

' Come and look at this — a gleaming spot far off, that glows 
like the heart of a furnace. Give me your hand.' 

' No ; I am tired. Laura, that is the rock ; look well 
at it' 

' Is that the rock ? it glows, it flashes back the light. 
There is a pale radiance that quivers above and around, and 
a wide belt of purple about its base — ^a belt of colour that 
widens, contracts, and coils upon itself. Purple — no, it is not 
purple ; it is like a band of opal ; now 'tis red, blood-red,' and 
her voice sank to an awed whisper, ' and the yellow flame 
above shines wonderfully.' 

' Mawoh,' muttered Klaas. 

' Well, what now ?' 

' It is gone — faded !' And she stood looking below her 
with wide-opened eyes and parted lips, and a glow of colour 
in her cheeks. * Frank, it was such a sight I saw when we 
were on the mid- Atlantic' 

'And has it repaid you for all you have suffered?' he 
asked. 

' Repaid me ; it was beauti^ ! But it has not repaid me, 
and will not till I stand beside the rock itself.' 

' That cannot be,' he said in low tones. 

' And why ?' she asked, still looking away. 

' Webster is ill.' 

' He is rapidly recovering, I am sure ; and the news that 
we have seen the Golden Rock will restore him.' 

* Then Sirayo is wounded.' 

' His arm is bruised, not broken ; and then we have you.' 

* But/ he said, ' I am blind !' and, the long reiStraint he had 
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put upon himself giving way, he flung his hands out before him 
with a groan of bitter disappointment. 

'Blind!* she murmured, 'blind!' and sinking beside him, 
she caught his hands in a convulsive grasp, and looked into 
his drawn and bandaged face. ' Oh, Frank ! why did not you 
tell me of this before ? How did it happen ? But never 
mind now ; let me lead you to the cave. Blind ! and out on 
that fearful ledge.' 

' Yes,' he said, with a ghastly smile ; ' lead me to the 
hospital.' 

* Hullo !' shouted Webster, as they approached the opening, 
' I thought you had left me, cast me adrift without compass 
or food, and I have a most extravagant appetite. Don't look 
so downcast ; I assure you I am quite well. Why, what is it ?' 

' You see, I am crippled, Jim, disabled, helpless, worse than 
useless.' 

' Lad, I don't believe it ;' and rising, Webster stepped to 
Hume's side, took his hand, then, as he caught the signs of 
suffering, he gently pressed him to the couch, while Laura 
leant against the rock with her hands before her face, her 
courage gone at last. 

' Hurt, while I have been lying here like a log. Well, it 
is my turn to help now. Let us look at it.' Gently he drew 
away the roughly-tied bandage, and caught his breath at what 
he saw. He looked quickly over his shoulder. ' Laura, tell 
Klaas to get some water.' She went out slowly, and he 
examined the injury. The upper part of Hume's face was 
blackened, the eyelashes and eyebrows burnt off, the eyelids 
glued to the cheeks. ' Poor lad !' he muttered. ' She must not 
see this.' 

' Is it so bad ; will I ever see again, Jim ?' 

' Ay, man, that you will ! I have seen a worse case mend 
within a week with the proper treatment. Laura, you look 
worn — lie down and rest. This is my case. Klaas, bring 
water and some clean damp moss.' 

Klaas quickly returned, and Webster began, with a gentle 
touch, to moisten the eyelids. 

Hume caught him by the wrists. 

' Leave me alone — ^it's torture.' 

' Good — the powder has pierced the lids, and what you feel 
is the grit on the eyeballs,' and he went on sponging. 'The 
upper part of -your face is a colourable imitation of Klaas's,' 
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'Jim, don't be so cruel.' 

' Oblige me by going to sleep, young lady. Now for the 
damp moss,' and, picking out all the coarse stuff, he placed a 
portion over each eye, and tied the bandage. 'Now, take 
this brandy, and keep quiet.' Then, in singular contradiction 
to his own words, he burst out ; ' How the devil did this 
happen ?* 

An hour after he sponged the eyes again, and continued at 
lesser intervals throughout the morning, heedless of his patient's 
terrible sufferings. 

' I'll tell you what,* he said, as though with a sudden inspurau- 
tion, ' we'll get back to the river, and drift down to the coast 
on a raft; the rest will do us all good.' 

' Yes,' she said; 'let us go quickly ; I have lost all desire to 
see the rock.' 

Sirayo's form darkened the opening. 

' What !' almost shouted Webster, ' are you wounded, too ?* 

'The people are moving down below,' said the chief; 'the 
same we fought, and there are others gathering beyond the 
river. I think they will fight.' 

' Which way do the Zulus move }* asked Hume, sitting up. 

' Away towards the shining place from the spot where we 
saw the fires bum last night.' 

' Are there many of the other people }' 

' Ay, they outnumber the Zulus, but they are not eager for 
the fight. Maybe they have already been attacked.' 

' We will descend, then !' 

' Descend !' asked Laura, bewildered. 

' Yes ; don't you see,' he continued quickly, though his lips 
trembled at the pain, ' this is our chance ? If there is to be 
a fight our help may decide the day, and instead of being 
opposed by the people of the valley, they would assist us in 
return for our support. Don't you see that, Jim V 

' No, I don't. I know nothing of the people of the valley, 
and it will be folly now to continue.' 

' You must not,' cried Laura ; ' you are not fit to face fresh 
dangers.' 

' I have brought you thus far,' he replied doggedly, ' now 
you must take me down. I swear if you do not I will not 
budge from here. Let us pack up and go while there is still 
hght, for the day must be far advanced.' 

In vain they tried to persuade him, but opposition only 
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made him the more stubbcmi^ and after noon they began the 
long and perilous descent. Klaas^ as being the most active^ 
went ahead ; Sirayo followed, then Laura, Hume, and Webster, 
with rheims connecting them. Of necessity their advance was 
slow, but after they had passed over the scene of the night's 
conflicts, with its stains of blood, and rounded the projecting 
rock, they struck the top of a ravine, down which the way was 
safer, though more difficult to traverse because of the loose 
shale. From the ledge they saw a body of Zulus marching on 
one side of the valley, while beyond the river a larger body was 
massed inside a wide military kraal. After many a rest they 
arrived safely near the bottom, and, waiting until Klaas, who 
had been sent on to scout, returned with a favourable report, 
they reached the valley near sunset. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

A STRANGE AWAKENING. 

Immediately before them rose a conspicuous mounds which 
they believed to be the ruins marked on the map^ and though^ 
from the fires still smouldering near^ they knew the Zulus had 
camped there^ they rapidly determined it was the best position 
for them to hold. Quickly, therefore, they struck across and 
found themselves under a broken bush-covered wall, which 
surrounded an irregular mass of masonry, out of which rose a 
crown of fohage. They walked round seeking for an inlet, and 
stepped off the circumference at one hundred and fifty yards. On 
the south, where the wall was intact, it rose to a height of ten 
feet, and appeared to be of great thickness, and, though at 
other points it was lower, there was a continuous natural fence 
of stiff brushwood, showing no entrance anywhere. They saw, 
too, from the ring of fires, that the Zulus had camped quite a 
hundred yards ^m the ruins at a spot where a spring of clear 
water bubbled from a belt of rushes. 

' It would not be safe to camp out here,' said Webster ; 
' and if there is no inlet to this place there is no reason why we 
should not climb over the outer wall.' He very quickly 
mounted to the top, and, springing down, disappeared. ' Come 
on,' he cried presently ; ' there is ffood shelter in here and a 
clean floor, in?hever/centre of wading passages.' 

Very soon they were all on the wall, and Webster led them 
along a narrow passage, which coiled round and round between 
heavy walls to an inner chamber, whose floor was covered with 
sand. 

It seemed so retired, was so silent, that in security they 
placed no guard, they made no fire, neither did they talk ; 
but stretched themselves on the sand and slept, and the sky 
was blue al>ove them when they opened their eyes again. 
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Yet weariness weighed upon their lids, their limbs were 
heavy, and the morning air was charged with a sweet odour 
that seemed to lull the senses. 

Slowly they opened their eyes, blinked at the strong light, 
closed them again, without any feeling of surprise that they 
had slept so long, then remained still, listening idly. They 
heard, afar-off, the drowsy war-song of the Zulu warriors ; but 
it was a sound detached from their surroundings that no longer 
moved them. They did not ask themselves where they were 
nor why. A strange relaxation of mind and body had overcome 
them — the reaction possibly from the fierce impulse which 
had impelled them on in face of all danger. Constant anxiety, 
want of sleep, and poor food had worn them out. Was that 
the explanation of their stupor, or did it arise from some other 
source — ^that faint and subtle odour that recalled to Laura, at 
least, the swinging of a censer in some dimly-hghted aisle ? 
She saw the shadowy figures of priests moving softly to and 
fro, the forms of women kneeling, and involuntarily there 
broke from her lips, in a tremulous whisper, the petition, 
'Ave Maria.' 

Webster stirred, and muttered with a yawn : 

' Eight bells, and my watch ; a calm sea, and a bright night.' 

' Eh !' said Hume ; ' what's the matter with my eyes ? I 
cannot open them.' 

' We're bewitched !' shouted Klaas. 

They sat up, and then with a cry of fear and amazement 
looked at each other. They were bound hand and foot ! 

Bound with the very rheims which they had used to secure 
their packs, their weapons removed, and all their belongings. 
And yet not one of them had felt the sHghtest touch, or 
heard the faintest movement of their enemies, neither was 
there anyone visible beyond themselves. 

The room was about ten feet square, its roof opened to the 
sky, the walls covered with the shining leaves and twisted 
tendrils of the wild vine. 

' What is the matter ?' asked Hume, struggling wildly to 
free his hands. 

' Heaven knows !' muttered Webster, staring helplessly at 
his bonds. 

'And to be bound like this!' cried Hume, in fierce and 
bitter despair. ' Sirayo, what do you say ?' 

There wer^ beads of sweat on the chief's forehead, for hiis 
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bruised arm had been torn from the sling and tightly bounds 
while his fingers trembled with the pain. 

' It is true, we have been bewitched/ he said hoarsely, ' for 
I felt no one touch me, even though they bound my wounded 
arm/ 

' Laura, are you also bound ?* 

' Yes,' she whispered. 

Webster struggled to free himself, then rolled over until 
with his fingers he could touch her cold hand. 

' This is awful,' muttered Hume. ' Can't you see any 
spoor?' 

' No,' growled Webster; 'the sand has been kicked up, but 
I can see no footmarks.' 

For many minutes they stared at each other with wild eyes, 
then making a frantic effort, Webster rose to his feet, swayed 
about a moment, then, in a series of jumps, reached the 
opening, where he steadied himself. * Good heavens !' he 
gasped. 

They all heard his cry with a feeling of something terrible 
impending. 

' What now ?' cried Hume. 

* Nothing,' came the faint reply, ' but the tightening of the 
ropes ;' but when he turned, his face was ghastly white, and 
there was a look of horror in his eyes. 

Slowly he shuffled to his former place, then turned his 
head to watch the opening, while his breath came quickly. 

' You have seen something,' she whispered, with her eyes 
fixed on the opening. 

' No,' he said ; ' there is no one there. Laura, can you 
move up against the far end of the wall } You will be in the 
shade there. Try, please.' 

She slowly crept to the wall, then Hume was asked to join 
her, and, with a deep groan at his weakness, he did so. TTien 
Webster, with a sigh of rehef, sat with his back to them, and 
his face to the opening, and there came into his eyS§ that 
same look of horror. The two warriors saw his fixed gaze, 
caught, too, the fear in it, and their eyes were fastened on 
the opening. 

' Why don't you talk,' said Hume, ' and tell me what you 
see ; the size of the room, its appearance, anything to relieve 
this darkness and suspense.' 

'Be still/ muttered Webster^ in hollow tones. 



A STRANGE AWAKENING 221 

Hume suppressed the fierce retort that rose to his lips^ and 
the others sat staring at the openings finding in this new 
suggestion of unknown danger a fear which quenched the 
speculation about the mysterious nature of their bondage. So 
they sat on, while from beyond there came to them a con- 
fused sound of shouting, while the sunlight streamed in in a 
white light, and the broad leaves of the vine rustled softly, 
and imagination working on their fears kept their senses on 
the rack. The air grew closer, their lips were parched, and 
the sweet odour in the heavy air oppressed their breathing. 

' Speak,' whispered Laura, moistening her lips. 

' Yes, for God's sake break this silence ! It is worse than 
death ;' and Hume rolled impatiently from side to side. 

' Yes,' muttered Webster ; ' it is terrible, this waiting. Shall 
we talk of the Golden Rock ?' 

' No, no,' she cried, with a shudder. 

' I remember once,' he resumed slowly, ' when on the sea — 
shall I ever feel the touch of the salt breeze again ? — the 
look-out reported the sea-serpent ahead, and, sure enough, we 
saw the gleaming curves of his body. I recall well how we 
all grouped forward till the captain gruffly dusted us for a lot 
of swabs, though he himself had kept his eye glued to his 
glass. The sea-serpent proved to be a floating mast with a 
trailing mass of rope and a dead body caught in the raffle.' 

Laura laughed hysterically. 

' A pleasant story,' said Hume savagely. 

' Man, I can't think of a joke ; my brain revolts from the 
effort. Why were serpents created footless, stealthy, lidless, 
implacable — the living embodiment of cunning, their very 

presence ' He stopped short, and the hairs of his 

moustache bristled. ' It comes,' he whispered. ' There ! 
there !' 

Spellbound, they gazed at something that flickered in the 
opening at a height of about three feet from the ground, 
sometldng strange, black, supple, that quivered in the air like 
a thin flame of fire, insignificant in size, yet suggestive in its 
lightning play of something terrible. Scarcely breathing, 
they waited for what was to follow, and in a moment found 
themselves looking into the unwinking eyes of a huge serpent. 
The long head and about two feet of the muscular neck alone 
showed, held high above the ground, and remaining there 
fixed as if cast in bronze. The sunlight pouring on the large 
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scales made them glow like bits of burnished metal in tints of 
blue and yellow^ umile a greenish light smouldered in the un- 
winking eyes. In the actual size of the head there was 
nothing alarming. It was no bigger than a man's hand^ with 
the thumb bent in, the fingers extended, and the knuckles 
arched, while the neck was no thicker than a man's wrist. A 
strong man might grasp it by the neck and strangle it — so 
Webster thought — but the eyes — ah ! in their fixed, impene- 
trable stare, there was the suggestion of unknown power and 
mysterious force. Suddenly the forked tongue darted out 
from the aperture in the grim jaws, quivei^ rapidly, and 
then the head was withdrawn. 

' Thank God !' murmured Webster. 

With a faint cry, Laura fainted away, and was merdfiilly 
spared the fresh trial. 

* Ah ! heavens ! Again ! whispered Webster, while, with 
an awful cry, the Gaika wriggled back to the far end of the 
room, and turned his face to the wall. 

Suddenly the snake darted its head along the floor, and the 
body poured in with a swift and silent motion, the muscles 
standing out in a ridge along its swelling bulk. Half-way it 
reached across the floor in that swift dart ; then its head and 
neck curved back, and the body was bent like a huge S to 
permit the fatal strike at its destined victim. 

* I can feel there is something awful in the room,' said 
Hume, in hollow tones ; ' tell me what !' 

Webster gulped down a lump in his throat ' A snake !' he 
gasped, and his eyes, wild and starting, were held as in a 
spell. He was the nearer, for Sirayo had shrunk against the 
wall at the side. This thing he felt could only take one. 
He was to be that one. Well, all right ; he would not see 
Laura die. 

Then he went through an ordeal that nearly shook his 
reason. The snake moved its head from side to side, and his 
head moved also. The tongue darted out, and his lips 
quivered. The head was suddenly uplifted, and he staggered 
to his feet. He began to laugh — foolishly — and his features 
twitched horribly. His body swayed to and fro, and, with an 
inarticulate cry he fell forward, his outstretched hands striking 
against the cold scales. With a loud hiss the reptile darted 
forward till its head rested on Laura's insensible body, and its 
coils gathered upon Webster's. So it remained a minute. 
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then the head was reared against the wall, the leaves rustled 
to the strange, flowing movement of the heavy coils, the tail 
presently slithered over the sand, went up the wall, and dis- 
appeared. 

Sirayo followed it with bloodshot eyes, looked a moment at 
the entrance to see if some new horror were in store, looked at 
the motionless figures about him, then shouted in Zulu : ' It 
is gone ; wake up !' 

As if in response to his shout, a low music broke out, thin 
and monotonous, the strains from a native bow, and gradually, 
as each one of the helpless band revived, they Hstened with 
intense rehef to these signs of human presence. In the grim 
silence of that room they had begun to think that there was 
something magical in the manner of their capture, and they 
would have welcomed any foe in human form rather than 
think of another visit from the python. 

The monotonous strain rose and fell on the heavy air, a 
sickly vapour sifted in through the cracks in the wall, sus- 
pense gave way before the torture of thirst which suddenly 
assailed them, and Klaas shouted out to the unseen foes to 
come and kill him. The music rose to a wail as if in mockery, 
then receded, grew fainter, died away, was heard again from 
another point, grew nearer, retreated again, until even Sirayo's 
iron nerves broke down under the irritation as he shouted 
hoarsely. 

Suddenly, without sound or notice, the passage was darkened 
by the form of an old woman, black and withered. She 
looked at the prostrate captives with a mingling of fear and 
rage, but they looked not at her, but at a calabash poised on 
her head, on which glittered a few precious drops of water. 
Was this to be another mode of torture } No, she moved 
timidly forward, Ufted her calabash from her head, while they 
followed her movements with glittering eyes, then shot a 
cooHng stream into each mouth gaping wide to receive it. 
Then the old witch stood there talking passionately, stretch- 
ing her skinny arms, pointing now to the passage, then at the 
broad trail of the python. 

' Silence,' said Sirayo, ' bring someone here who can listen 
as well as talk.' 

She shook her lean hand in his face until the bones cracked, 
then shufiled out, still shrilly grumbling. 

* I am past all feeling of curiosity,' groaned Webster, as his 



224 



THE GOLDEN ROCK 



eyes shifted uneasily round the room ; ' but I should like to 
Imow two things : why that old woman has been cursing us 
after giving us water^ and what became of the snake.' He 
turned his head to scan the wall. * I have a strange feeling 
in my bones/ he said with a shudder, 'that those evil eyes 
are still fixed upon me !' 

Laura shuddered, too, violently, and her dark eyes, looking 
unnaturally large and bright, glanced about restlessly. 'I 
hope this will soon end,' she whispered. 

' Good God !' groaned Hume ; 'if I could only see !' 
They lapsed once more into silence, and listened again to 
the wailing of the native instrument, heard a sudden outbreak, 
the sharp crack of rifles, the shouts of men, the wild din of 
battle. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

DEFENDING THE PASSAGE. 

Unmistakably the sounds of battle. The small Zulu force 
of marauders must have come into collision with the people of 
the valley. It had happened as Hume had said^ up to a cer- 
tain point ; but that point left them very far short of the 
possibility of taking advantage of the fight. Whether the 
Zulus conquered or were defeated^ the result could matter 
little to the prisoners in the ruined chamber. 

They heaitl^ without hope as without fear^ the roar of the 
distant fightings but what affected them keenly was the wail- 
ing of the native music^ which all along continued to send 
forth its monotonous cry. They could not understand what 
was meant by this persistent sounds having in it a wild note 
of appeal^ but they felt it had a closer bearing on their lives 
than the din of battle. 

Presently, however, they became aware that the fight was 
coming nearer. They heard shrill whistling, the occasional 
sharp crack of a rifle, the deep shouts of individual warriors, 
and the loud, continuous roar of conflict. 

It was evident that one party must be in retreat, but fight- 
ing stubbornly. 

' The Zulus are getting the worst of it,* muttered Hume. 

' If we were only free !' growled Webster, and he made a 
violent struggle to release his hands. 

'The shouts of victory,' said Sirayo, 'are from the Zulus.' 

* The fight is coining this way rapidly. The retreating party 
Mill surely make a stand in these ruins, and then ' 

' And then we'll be put out of our misery.' 

Louder and fiercer grew the shouts; but through it all 
pierced the thin music, and it, too, came nearer, shrill and 
despairing — ^now nearer, until tiie musician himself appeared 

15 



226 THE GOLDEN ROCK 

at the door — a wild figure tricked out with bones and teeth^ 
feathers^ and whisps of hair. He stood there glaring at them 
a minute like a wild beast ; then dashing his reed instrument 
to the ground with a yell of rage^ he grasped a small battle- 
axe that hung from his waist^ and flourishing it about, poured 
out a flood of denunciation, exactly as the old woman had 
done. 

* Good heavens above/ growled Webster, 'to be sworn at by 
a thing like that* 

There came a wild yell of terror from beyond the walls, a 
cry several times repeated, there was a rush of many feet, and 
the triumphant shout of victory from the pursuers. 

* Yoh !' said Sirayo, while a sudden light leapt to his eyes. 
The musician was also affected. His eyes rolled, his lips 

foamed, and with a scream he rushed forward. 

' Hold !' shouted Sirayo in Zulu. 

The man stood with his axe poised and glared at the chief. 

'You have lost your familiar, your protecting spirit, the 
great snake !' 

The native gnashed his teeth and howled in his friry: 
' Killed ! They have slain it, and now our nation is doomed ; 
but you who caused this shall not escape.' 

' Fool ! Would you destroy your friends ? The snake itself 
fled, though we were bound, because our fetish is more 
powerful.' 

The native dropped his arm, and looked half terrified at the 
eyes that were fixed upon him by the silent and helpless group. 

There was a sound of men climbing the wall, of metal 
striking against the rocks, of the Zulu war-shout, ringing loud 
above the despairing cries of their defeated foes. 

' Release us, dog, before it is too late !' cried Sirayo hoarsely, 
while the blood, rushing to his eyes, gave them an awful 
appearance, as he glared at the now cowed native. 

A man appeared at the door panting, streaming with blood, 
a broken feather drooping from his hair. He staggered into 
the room, and, as he advanced, the first native grovelled at his 
feet, sobbing. 

Sirayo thrust out his hands, calling out : ' Cut these ; the 
Zulus are our enemies.* 

The new-comer brushed his hand across his brow and flicked 
the blood from his fingers. 

' Who are you V 
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' A chief, like you. Quick — cut ; we can save you.* 

There was a fall of stones, the Zulu cry rose within the 
walls. The wounded man, stooping, severed the tough rheims 
with the sharp blade of his stabbing assegai, then drew it 
across the thongs about the ankles. 

Sirayo paused a moment to rub his arms, then, rising up, 
snatched the battle-axe from the still grovelling native and 
reached the door. A moment later the blade descended with 
a cradung blow upon the head of a Zulu who was rushing in. 
Stooping, he snatched the shield from the dead man, and 
forced his wounded arm through the band. Up the narrow 
passage, with eyes gleaming, with a low moaning noise, came 
a second Zulu. Without a pause he rushed forward, stepped, 
unheeding, on the quivering body, then bounded at Sirayo. 
The fierce onset drove the giant warrior back a few feet, but 
his shield received the thrust, then he struck so fiercely that 
the blade remained fixed in the skull, and the handle was torn 
from his grasp by the fall of the stricken man. 

' Mawoh, oh chief, a stroke for an ox !' came from behind, 
and Sirayo saw the Gaika at his side. 

'There is not room for two,' said the chief, as with his toes 
he grasped the haft of an assegai and lifted it to his hand. 
* See to the others.' 

' They are free, but they cannot yet stand, their flesh being 
too soft, and not of iron, like yours.* The Gaika stooped and 
pulled the battle-axe from the skull. 

' Give me room,' growled Sirayo, and Klaas, looking under 
the chiefs arm, saw three Zulus standing in the passage. He 
drew back a step, and rubbing his hand in the sand, took a 
firmer grip of the handle. 

The Zulus stood awhile, with their nostrils quivering at the 
scent of blood, and their eyes gleaming with satisfaction to 
think that one of the fugitives had courage to face them. 
They did not know it was a warrior from the famous fighting 
stock of their own nation ; but they feared nothing now. 

' To the good death !' cried the first man, and advanced 
alone, pausing to roll the dead body against the wall. Then 
he balanced a throwing assegai, and launched it. The narrow 
blade struck Sirayo's shield frill, passed through the tough 
hide, pierced the forearm of the chief, and struck against his 
ribs. 

' A good throw,' said the chief, and bounding forward, drove 
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in his assegai under his opponent's arm before he could raise 
his shield. The warrior reeled — ^then sunk to the ground. 

'To the good death !' cried the second Zulu, bounding for- 
ward at once, and hurling himself on Sirayo ; he grasped the haffc 
of the assegai that still protruded from the shield, and pushed 
fiercely at it. The chief slipped and fell backwards, and with 
a hoarse shout of triumph the enemy lifted his arm to plunge 
his weapon into the broad and naked breast With an answer- 
ing shout the Gaika hurled his battle-axe. It struck the Zulu 
on the temple and flew high into the air. The man himself 
fell with his hands outspread upon Sirayo, and before the chief 
could struggle to his feet the third Zulu, whirling a heavy 
knob-kerrie, rushed to avenge the death of his comrades. 
Sirayo, by a herculean effort, raised the dead body as a shield, 
warding off the furious blow, then, seizing his assailant by the 
leg, he hurled him against the widl, when the warrior, shaken 
by the grim and blood-stained figure that rose to confront him, 
turned and fled with a cry of ' Sirayo.' Each separate duel 
had followed with breathless rapidity, and the chief, exhausted 
by his morning's fast and suffering from the second wound in 
his left arm, leant dizzy and faint against the wall, his lips still 
curling from his white teeth. 

The desperate struggle could not be renewed by him if the 
Zulus returned, and at any moment a fresh string of them 
might appear. Already there were eager shouts as the escaped 
warrior spread the news of the presence of Sirayo, Well they 
knew him from the fight at the waggon; and they would 
esteem it an honour to vanquish him. Mingled, too, with the 
cries of his name were the names of his white companions 
and of the white lady. What would be her fate when they 
triumphed, as in the end they must ? 

' By the Lord, has a single man done this ?' It was Webster 
who spoke. He had heard the conflict, had seen the first 
blow given by Sirayo, and had rubbed fiercely to bring back 
the blood to his numbed limbs. 

' They will come,' said Sirayo, speaking slowly ; ' I will hold 
them for a time. When I fall be ready to take my place. 
The inkosikasi, does she live ?' 

' Yes,' said Webster, with his eyes brightening at the un- 
yielding courage of the savage warrior. 

'Give her an assegai,' he said, and put the point of his 
blood-stained blade to bis throat. 
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Webster shuddered at the fearful significance of the gesture, 
then picked up an assegai, and stood waiting with the Gaika 
to bar the passage. 

There was a cry from Laura. * Come/ she said, ' quick !' 

Webster turned with a roar, expecting to face the foe ; but 
he stood amazed to see the native who had so opportunely 
arrived to cut their bands disappearing through a hole in the 
wall. Laura stood by, holding Hume by the hand, while with 
the disengaged hand she pointed at the hole. 

'A refuge,' she whispered ; 'a hiding-place.' 

' Hold the passage a minute, Sirayo,' he cried, then ran to 
her, and looked through into a dark cavern. ^ Is it safe ?' he 
asked. 

' Yes,' said Hume ; ' but I have lost half my perception with 
the loss of sight ; there is some sort of cave here, I think. The 
man told me he had run here for shelter.' 

There was a shout from beyond. 

Laura struggled through ; then Webster lifted Hume, and 
almost shot him in. ' Klaas, come !' 

The Gaika looked along thef passage and hesitated. Web- 
ster ran, caught him by the neck, and jammed his head in the 
hole, then shoved him through by main force. 

'Jim, come in !' cried Laura. 

He was already advancing to the passage, but he turned. 
* I cannot, Laura. Sirayo must come too ;' and he rushed away 
to join the chief, who stood astride the passage eyeing a fresh 
body of the enemy, whose glaring eyes and quivering nostrils 
met the view above the striped shields. 

Two men stood shoulder to shoulder, their shields before 
them, and two behind held their bucklers above the heads of 
those in advance. 

' Now !' they cried, ' together !' and advancing in a solid mass, 
by their sheer weight pushed back their two opponents into 
the open room ; but beyond the opening the two would not 
budge. 

Webster drove his fist full in the face of the foremost native, 
who fell, stunned, against the men behind, and in the opening 
made Sirayo plunged his assegai. Then the two of them 
struck and thrust fririously, while the Zulus in front, who 
could not use their hands, cried to those behind to give them 
room, but the latter, scenting blood, pressed on the more 
fiercely, till at last they forced their way and, by their impetus. 
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fell headlong iu^ the room. Webster and the chief sprang 
aside a moment^ and then dashed among their foes before they 
could rally ; and the desperate rush they made^ and their great 
strength exerted to the utmost in each swift blow, combined 
with the fierce war-shout and terrible vigour of the great Zulu^ 
produced a panic. The injured men at first ran crying out, and 
then the survivors fled, leaving the two alone with a few writh- 
ing figures. Then they struggled, all blood-stained and pant- 
ing; through the hole to the hiding-place, and the stone was 
replaced. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

THE chief's plan. 

They had entered a narrow chamber, into which the light 
streamed through numerous cracks, in volume sufficient to 
bring every object into dim relief. For several minutes the 
little band, snatched from certain death at the last moment, 
stood anxiously listening for the movements of their enemies, 
scarcely daring to hope that their hiding-place would not be 
immediately detected ; then, with a sigh of relief, they grasped 
each other's hands and peered about them. 

At one comer of the room was the old woman who had first 
visited them, mixing something in a stone dish ; near her 
crouched the witch-doctor, with his head bent in a state of 
utter dejection, while, with his back to the wall and his eyes 
fixed upon the woman, leant the warrior whose prompt action 
had so timely released the captives. Sirayo was seated on 
the floor, with the Gaika endeavouring to stanch the blood 
that still trickled down his arm. Hume stood with his 
hands to his eyes, having torn off the bandage, which, in its 
sun-dried state, had increased his torture, his face looking 
haggard and white. As her eyes, growing accustomed to 
the darkness, dwelt upon his pathetic action, and noticed the 
signs of suffering in his face, Laura realized what he must have 
endured through the long hours of darkness. She moved to his 
side, and gently took his arm, the tears gathering in her eyes. 

The old woman rose up, washed away the blood from the 
wounds of the warrior of her own race, then anointed them with 
the preparation on which she had been engaged, and over the 
wounds so treated laid a thin leaf peeled from a large bulbous 
root. The man turned away, and took a deep draught of water 
from a calabash, the gurgling noise breaking strangely on the 
silence. 
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Sirayo stood up, and thrust his ami before the old woman, 
and she, without a word, busied herself with it, probing it 
with her skinny fingers to feel if the bones were broken, and 
giving a satisfied grunt when she found it was sound. Moving 
the limb under a stream of sunlight, and bidding Klaas 
support it, she washed out the wound, then brought the 
gaping ends together, and stitched them with a dried thorn 
of mimosa and sinews. She spread ointment on the wound, 
and bound the arm up with a curious fragment cut from a long 
strip stretched along the walL With the same material she 
made a sling for his arm, then, with a dry chuckle, dismissed 
him, and cast a questioning gaze at the others. 

Seeing, from the expression of Hume's face, that he was 
the only other needing her attention, she stepped to his side, 
drew his hand away, and with glittering eyes peered into his 
mutilated face. Then, roughly pushing Laura aside, she drew 
him to the light and again scrutinized him, while the others 
looked on in silence, subdued by the confidence in her own 
power of this old and withered savage. 

She whispered to the crouching witch-doctor, and he sub- 
missively brought her first a calabash of water, with which 
she moistened the blackened and inflamed lids, then some 
vegetable, which she began to chew with her almost toothless 
gums, making awful grimaces. Then, taking the masticated 
pulp, she spread it over the lids, stretched on them leaves 
from the bulb, and with the handkerchief made a bandage. 

Hume had submitted with a strange patience, and, now 
that the operation was over, stood with his face in the 
light. 

Laura stole to his side again. 'Do you feel any relief ?' 
she murmured. 

' Hush,' whispered Webster. 

They listened, and heard a sharp exclamation outside. 
Those who stood near the wall peeped through the crack, 
and saw a Zulu standing in the centre of the vacated chamber, 
looking around him curiously at the signs of the struggle. 

There was a fierce hiss, and the Zulu, with a cry of alarm, 
darted off, while the old woman opened wide her mouth in a 
silent laugh, and cracked her fingers. She it was who had 
made this noise. 

They heard a noise of men leaping to the ground, and a 
distant shouting, gradually sinking to a confused murmur. 
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* They have gone/ said Sirayo. ' Old mother^ have you any 
food ?' 

The old dame responded not very amiably^ but at an 
authoritative order from her own chief she disappeared 
through a narrow openings hitherto hidden in the gloom^ 
into another apartment, while, at the prospect of food, the 
men brightened up. A man may soon become indifferent to 
danger, but peril never deadens the edge of hunger, so that 
many a man condemned to death has breakfasted heartily a 
few minutes before the hour set for his execution. The fare 
laid before them was not tempting, but they ate the food 
ravenously and felt the better for it. Laura retired into the 
other compartment, after somewhat timidly eyeing the old 
woman, and the strange crone followed her, mumbling and 
smiling, as well as her toothless gums would permit, at this 
new type of feminine beauty. The natives prepared to sleep, 
that appearing to them the most natural alternative, but the 
developed nerves of the civilized white rebelled against such 
indulgence at such a time. Hume leant against the wall with 
his arms folded, putting a few whispered questions to Webster, 
who restlessly moved up and down, as though pacing the 
bridge. 

' I want to get out of this place,' he growled. ' It isn't 
natural — it's cramped, dark, uncanny, with the dried skin of a 
snake on the wall, and in its evil-smelling comers the lurking 
superstition of a mysterious and bloody past. If we stay here 
we'll deserve the worst kind of ill-luck.' 

' How large are these ruins ?' asked Hume. 

' About fifty yards across, but with a multitude of passages 
coiling round the centre chamber, from which we escaped into 
this hole, which, I take it, lies between the first curve of the 
passage and the inner chamber.' 

' Then, if the Zulus, knowing we are concealed somewhere 
in the pile, made a systematic search, they must find us ?' 

' Certainly ; and Imowing we were in the inner chamber 
they will begin their search from that point, and discover our 
hiding-place at once.* 

' Would it not be best, then, to find out what the Zulus are 
about ?' 

* Good ; an3rthing to get out of this place. I'd better get 
out the way I squeezed in. Where's the port-hole — the loose 
stone }* 
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* Stop ; Jim^ you must not go ; you're too clumsy for this 
work. Klaas !' 

' Sieur !' 

' We are in great danger here. To get free we need the 
help of a brave man^ a man who can move softly^ and use his 
eyes and ears well. You are he.* 

' Eweh^ Inkose, I am that man.' 

' You will get out of this place^ and, keeping yourself con- 
cealed, see where the Zulus are and what they do.' 

' I will do it/ and he jfixed the point of his assegai in a crack 
in the wall where the movable stone was fixed. 

' Stay/ said Hume ; ' I have been thinking. There must be 
another outlet. The woman was here when we entered ; I 
heard her voice. She must have crept in by another way 
after bringing us water when we were bound.' 

' I never thought of that/ muttered Webster. 

Klaas spoke a word to the witch-doctor, and, at the sullen 
reply, removed a strip of hide in a comer, slipped through a 
hole, and disappeared. 

There was an exclamation from Laura, and she came swiftly 
in, holding one of the rifles. ' Look,' she said, ^ I have found 
all our guns and belongings.' 

Webster caught the rifle and opened the breech. ' Loaded ! 
Ah, now we're all right' 

Hume sighed heavily. 

' Do your eyes pain you still ?' she asked gently. 

' No ; I was thinking of my rifle. If I could only see a little 
— a very little.' 

She looked into his face, and, with a curious thrill, saw that 
the tears were streaming down his cheeks. She took his hand 
and patted it. 

' I am not weeping,' he said, with a ghost of a smile, ^ but 
the treatment of the old woman makes my eyes water.' 

' Thank God,' said Webster fervently ; and he grasped 
Hume's disengaged hand in a warm pressure. 

^ What do you mean ?' asked Frank hoarsely, while his hand 
tightened in a convulsive grasp on Laura's fingers. 

'I mean that your eyesight will be restored. I saw a 
similar recovery on the Barracouta, and I remember the 
surgeon's joy when he saw the water run from the powder- 
burnt eyes of the |)atient.* 
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' I cannot see yet/ muttered Hume^ as he raised his fingers 
to the bandage. 

' Nay, man, wait a little longer ; you are in the hands of 
the old woman, and must trust the cure to her. But, believe 
me, Frank, you will see the sight on your rifle when the Zulus 
come again.' 

' And the sunhght and the trees,' he whispered. 

' Which,' Laura said, ' would you like to see first Y 

' Well,' he said, ' I would like very much to see my feet, for 
they appear now not to belong to me, and then one look round 
the horizon. But the idea frightens me,' and he leant against 
the wall again with folded arms, while Webster paced to and 
fro, and Laura stood looking at the quiet figure and the three 
natives, dimly outlined on the floor. 

Suddenly the shafts of sunlight that streamed through the 
lower cracks were cut off", and the black line of shadow crept 
steadily up the wall, until the narrow cell was faintly illumined 
by one broad stream only, and this they watched slowly fade 
away, leaving them in impenetrable gloom. 

' It is very still,' muttered Hume. 

* Yes,' said Webster ; ' it is oppressive. I suppose the night 
is upon us, but the light has been turned ofl* as though it had 
been under command. We must not stay here ; it would be 
folly — mad ness. * 

There came a sound of shufiling, and the voice of Klaas, 
sounding hollow, called out : 
' Are you there ?' 
' What have you seen ?* 

* Ah, it was so still I thought you had been swallowed up. 
The Zulus are in three parties ; one has marched up the valley, 
another is by the river, and the rest stay near here, where 
they were encamped before.' 

* Are they keeping watch over the ruins ?' 

' Neh, sieur, I think they fear the stones and the things in 
them at night.' 

' Then let us get out of this,' said Webster. 

* Wait awhile,' said Hume, for an animated discussion had 
sprung up between the natives, and he was listening intently. 
The strange chief was evidently emphasizing some point with 
great earnestness, and the smack of his fingers into the open 
palm marked off each point. 
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* Does he think the Zulus are detennined to find us Y asked 
Hume. 

' Oh^ ay,' said Sirayo ; ' yoh, I have no more snuff. They 
will attadc to-morrow, and if they ^ not succeed the others 
will come to their help. But they do not seek us !' 

* They do not seek us ?' 

'So Uie chief says. They came here in search of riches 
stored below/ and the thud of his assegai was heard as it 
struck the floor. ' They find us here. It is the worse for us — 
but they do not seek us. So says the chief.' 

' Is there such a treasure ?* 

'No chief would tell where the grain pit is dug in the 
kraal, or if it were full of grain. But the Zulus do not hunt 
on a cold spoor. If they come after riches, who will say they 
are not here ?* 

' But who told the Zulus of the store ? They were encamped 
here before, and did not enter the ruins.' 

Sirayo repeated this, and the chief, with an angry exclama- 
tion, poured out a volume of excited words. 

' He says the secret must have been told them by one of the 
witch-doctors who lived here, and who alone knew of it with 
the chiefs.' 

There was a- noise in the room of someone moving. Laura 
cried out that something had brushed agai^st her, and there 
was a scraping, followed by a rush of cold wind. 

Each grasped a weapon, and deep silence ensued as they 
listened; then Webster struck a match, and, as the feeble 
light spread, they followed its path through the black- 
ness. 

'Yohr exclaimed Klaas, whose eyes gleamed as they 
rolled, ' the umtagaU (witch-doctor^ has gone,' and he thrust 
his assegai through an opening in tne wall opposite to the gap 
through which they had entered. 

The match went out, and the stranger chief gave a sharp 
exclamation. 

'What the devil is in the vdnd now?' demanded Webster 
impatiently. 

'Treachery,' said Hume. 'Was that the informer?' he 
asked in Zulu. 

' Eweh,' said Sirayo fiercely ; ' my fingers itched to grasp 
him by the throat as he sat there like an evil toad through 
the afternoon. He is one of those who knew the secret, so 
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says Umkomaas^ the chiefs and he must have given the word 
to the Zulus last night.' 

' And now he will go straight to them^ tell them where we 
are> and that half of us are wounded/ 

' Eweh, he will do that' 

' For Heaven's sake/ said Webster, 'give me the bearings 
of this matter.' 

Hume explained. 

Webster laughed fiercely. 

'We've missed port again, but I'm hanged if I weigh 
anchor now.' 

' A few minutes ago you were anxious to get away from 
here.' 

'Look here, Frank, we arc after a treasure. There's no 
doubt we've been mad to push on ; but if there is a treasure 
here we would be mad to give it up. What do you think 
yourself?* 

' Leave me out of the question ; let Laura decide.' 

Sirayo's deep voice interposed. 

* The chief Umkomaas has a plan.' 

* Wait awhile, Laura. What is this plan ?* 

^ He says it would be no good to leave this place unless 
you take the backward path up the mountain, for on the 
plain you would be seen and attacked in the open. This is a 
strong place, and the only place that a few men can hold. 
The Zulus will attack in the morning after they have eaten. 
You will hold them off till the sun is higli. To-night one of 
us will leave, cross the river, and gather the people to fall on 
the Zulus. He cannot gp, for his hurts are deep ; neither a 
white man, for the people would not follow him ; neither the 
Gaika, for he is not of their race. It is I who will go. Soh ! 
That is the plan, and it is good.' 

Hume interpreted, and Webster banged his clenched hand 
into the open palm. 

' Splendid !' he cried. 

' Now, Laura, the decision remains with you.' 

' I am tired,' she said in low tones. ' I could not climb the 
mountain if we retreated. Let us stay.' 

Hume sighed, and laid his hand upon hers. 

* What we decide to do must be done quickly,* said Sirayo. 
•* If you find jour way to the people, Sirayo, will they not 

turn upon you ?' 
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* The chief has given me the word and a sign* They will 
follow Sirayo/ said the chief proudly. 

' Then let it be as you wish.' 

' I will go/ said the chief, rising ; * I must swim the river, 
and though the way is not far, it will be longer than if I had 
both arras. But when the shadow is small at your feet you 
will hear Sirayo's war-cry.* 

Without another word he passed from the room by the way 
Klaas had taken. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 



SIRAYO'S MISSION. 



After climbing through the hole^ Sirayo found himself in a 
passage so narrow that his broad shoulders jammed^ and he 
was obliged to edge along sideways^ and so dark that he had 
to feel his way with his toes. It bent sharply to the left, and 
after he had shuffled on about twenty paces he found an 
opening above, and mounting on projecting stones, reached 
the top of the wall, from which he dropped into the open 
passage. This coiled round and round in widening circles 
until at last he stood on the outermost fringe, from which he 
saw the light of Zulu fires about two hundred yards distant. 
Creeping round the wall to the opposite side, he saw, far off, 
the gleam of camp fires straight ahead in the direction of the 
Golden Rock, and then to the left, towards the river, the 
lights of still another encampment. 

The stars shone brilliantly out of the black sky, the air was 
cool and refreshing. He drew a long breath, looked back at 
the dark pile, so much like a mound of the dead that he 
almost shuddered, then sprang lightly to the ground, paused 
awhile, listening, and silently slipped away in the direction of 
the river, straight towards the Zulu fires. 

He heard the distant lowing of cattle complaining at being 
hurriedly driven in the night, the sharp yelping of dogs, the 
angry muttering of a war-song chanted by deep throats. 
They were sounds familiar to his ear. They told of war and 
victory, of premeditated riot in the morning, of a frightened 
people deserting their kraals in the night with such of their 
goods and their cattle as they could hastily collect, of terrified 
children and wailing women, of men who had lost heart He 
knew them well. Often in his daring youth and stormy man- 
hood he had burst upon some peaceful village slumbering 
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amid waving jfields of maize^ and seen the scattered survivors 
flying to the woods or rocky retreats in a neighbouring krantz. 
iJke a hurricane he had swept over the land, leaving desola- 
tion in his track ; and the wailing of innumerable women 
widowed by his terrible regiment, the quavering cry of 
children made fatherless by him, seemed to mingle with that 
tremulous cry that came on the night air from beyond the 
river. His iron soul stirred under these blood-stained 
memories at the thought that now, in his grim age, the last 
of his band, an outcast, without authority or possessions be- 
yond the assegai in his hand, he was hurrying to the relief of 
the helpless. He strode on faster over the level plain, his 
nostrils expanding, his tireless sinews stiffening until his gait 
was as clean and springy almost as in his youth, when he led 
his victorious warriors to the fight. 

The reflection before him shone in a ring of fire, then as he 
rapidly advanced this split up into separate flames, and he 
slackened his speed to approach stealthily. There were ten 
fires, and in a circle about each there squatted ten warriors, 
some of them chattering as they ate, others flinging their war- 
cry across the river, telling what they would do in the morning. 
Little did they dream in their confidence of the dreaded 
enemy whose fierce eyes took note of their numbers, and who, 
slipping away to the right, turned his steps to the river. 

He stood on the high bank, listening to its soft, mysterious 
murmur, trying to pierce the gloom on the further bank, and 
unshaken by the eye-like reflections of the brighter stars, 
through which Icanti, the spirit of the river, looks out upon 
the venturous mortal, seeking to draw him into the clutch of 
the waters. At a spot where the bank was low he went down 
to the water, felt the depth with his assegai, then gently 
slipping in, so that he made no sound to disturb a lurking 
crocodile, he waded until the cold waters mounted tft.;)i|s 
chin, when he fixed his assegai in his waistband, and struck 
out with his right arm, A few strokes he made, until with his 
toe he touch^ the bottom again, then struggled on to the 
bank, reached the top, and all wet as he was ran in the 
direction of a confused noise. 

His way was soon barred by the thorn fences to the culti- 
vated lands, in which he could hear some stray cattle munch- 
ing at the forbidden food, but with unerring instinct he 
found a footpath, and passed through several kraals, deserted 
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by everything save a few curs, which yelped at his heels before 
returning to forage in the abandoned huts. Then he came 
up with a string of old people, feebly struggling along, who 
stood still to look after him with bleared eyes, and next upon 
a band of women, swinging along under great bundles borne 
on their heads. At the sight of this glistening figure at their 
side, that had come without warning, and of his head-ring, sign 
of the dreaded Zulu, they threw down their bundles and ran 
shrieking away, while at the noise young children ahead cried 
out shrilly, communicating the alarm to the men who were in 
advance driving the cattle. 

The men called to each other, and the rush of their feet 
could be heard. 

* What is it ?' they shouted. 

' We know not,' said a boy's clear voice ; ' but our mothers 
cried that the Zulus were upon us. Give me an assegai. I 
will fight, too.* 

' Run, my child, run !* called out a woman's voice. 

' Stand where you are, and I will do you no harm ;' and as 
the deep voice rolled above the noise there was immediate 
silence. ' Soh ! Let your chief Induna come forward; I have 
a message.' 

* Do not heed him,' cried the woman ; ' he will slay you.' 

' There is but one,' cried another, ' kill him ; nay, let us 
tear him to pieces.' 

* Stop, or by the bones of Chaka I will beat you till you cry 
for mercy. Let the boy who spoke advance. Come.* 

* My son, my son, do not heed.' 

'Nay, I will go, since I am chief;' and there came to the 
great Zulu a stripling, with his eyes gleaming, and the hand 
that held the assegai thrown back. 'You speak to us as 
though we were dogs I Who are you ?' 

Sirayo's eyes rested on the boy, then glanced around. 

' Tell your men to keep back. I hear them stealing through 
the grass like snakes.' 

The boy turned, and called to the men to keep back. 

' Good I You will be a chief some day.' 

' I am a chief now,' said the boy proudly, ' since my father 
is killed.' 

A strange Hght leapt from Sirayo's eyes. 'Take that, 
O chief, and tell me what it is !' and he held out something, 
after sticking the point of his assegai in the ground. 

16 
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The boy looked at the gigantic figure before him^ then 
snatched the things and held it close to his eyes. 

' It is the war-plume of my father — Umkomaas.' 

' Yebo. He lives ; but he is in danger, and if you would save 
him you must obey me. Say that to the people.' 

The boy turned instantly and shouted the message, where- 
upon the women came forward, while the men talked. 

' How do we know this is true ?' asked an old man suspidously. 

' You know by the plume, by the word that your chief Kcs 
in the old place of stones, by the wound I received in his 
defence, by the sign of the snakeskin round my arm. I have 
said enough. Let those who obey the chief Umkomaas stand 
on this side.' 

Sirayo, beginning suavely, ended by ringing out in a stem 
command, and, quelled by the authority in his tone, a few of 
the young men ranged up behind him. 

'What means this, son of Umkomaas? are your warriors 
quicker to run than to obey ?* 

There was a threatening murmur from the dark mass of men 
who had gathered opposite to Sirayo and his'small party. 

' Who are you that we should obey?' 

' Who am I ? Well do you ask, for never yet have you seen 
a warrior like me. I am he who was the first war chief of the 
Zulus of the south. I have led, I have fought, I have con- 
quered since I was a boy like this son of Umkomaas : I am 
Sirayo !' 

They fell back before this name, and the women fled again; 
for the fame of the great chief, spreading from tribe to tribe, 
had entered their remote valley. 

' Yes, I am Sirayo, and there never was a warrior yet who 
would not have left all to follow him at his command. You 
have heard ; now, without more words, will you obey ?' 

* Bayate !' they cried, and thundered on their shields — all 
but a few Indunas, who would feign probe their suspicions by 
prolonged discussion. 

' It is well. Let there be no more thought of flight. Your 
women will return to their kraals. The men will take their 
weapons and meet in the great kraal. Every man will take 
his place in his own regiment, and the Indunas will take their 
proper positions. Advance !' 

Under the spell of this bom leader the courage of the 
people retumed ; the men poured on in one direction, talking 
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excitedly, and Sirayo foUowed with the young chief by his 
side, whose head was thrown back, while his eyes continually 
turned upon his formidable companion. 

In a vast semicircle within the great kraal the men drew up 
in something like order, regiment on regiment, to the number 
of two thousand, each regiment with shields differing in colour 
from those carried by the others. 

Sirayo marched through the lines, towering a head above 
them, and the rows of gleaming eyes followed him, trying in 
the dark to decipher the features of their new leader. It was 
an impressive scene — this large body of men, silent and wait- 
ing, drawn up under the stars within the wide circle of huts. 

Sirayo smiled grimly on returning to the head of the column, 
after judging the number, to think that so large a body should 
dream of flying before the small band of Zulus. 

'Your enemies are few,' he said ; 'you are many. Why did 
you think of flight ?' 

* They had killed our fetich, arid the vdtch-doctors said we 
were doomed,' came the response. 

' They lied ; they were in league with the enemy^ Which 
of the regiments suffered most in the fight ?' 

' We of the Rock,' said a young Induna proudly ; ' nearly 
half of our brothers lie beyond, and they fell facing the foe. 
I, Inyame, say it.* 

' The Regiment of the Rock will draw up on my right.* 

There was a movement, and from the mass, with active 
steps, a body of about three hundred drew up. Sirayo recog- 
nised the red and white shields of the men who had first sid^ 
with him. 

' The regiment of tried fighting men will now draw up on 
my left.* 

' It is the Regiment of the Snake,' said a deep voice, and at 
the command a body of about five hundred fine warriors 
marched to the left, giving a booming shout as they fell into 
columns. 

' Who leads the Regiment of the Snake }* 

' I, Chanda.' 

' Chanda, listen ! You will at once lead your men down 
the river towards the place of stones. On the further bank 
you will see the fires of a band of Zulus. Camp over against 
them, singing your war-song. In the morning, when they 
retire, you wUl cross the river and attack them in the rear.' 
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' WiU they retire ?' 

* I have said it. Heed my words. When they retreat you 
must cross and follow. Depart^ and make much noise.' 

Chanda gave his orders^ and the regiment, accompanied by 
a shrill whistling from those who remained, filed out of the 
gates and went chanting into the night, and as they sang they 
struck the hafts of their assegais against their shields. 

* Chanda has done well. Let the others obey as promptly. 
I want, now, picked men from the regiments in the centre to 
make good the Regiment of the Rock. Inyami, select your 
men.' 

The young Induna advanced and touched, with his assegai, 
the men he wanted, ticking them off on his fingers, until two 
hundred stood out and fell in with the Regiment of the 
Rock. 

' Son of Umkomaas, little chief with the big heart, I place 
you over the men who remain in the centre. You will sleep 
here, but when the sun is up you will march quickly to the 
old stones where your father lies.' 

' Shall I not go at once, O chief .^' 

' Nay, do as I say. Inyami, listen. The largest body of 
Zulus lie at the place of the shining Rock. Is it not so ?' 

' It is so, great chief.' 

' You will lead on to the nearest drifl. We will cross the 
river to-night with your regiment, and draw up before the 
Zulus. There must be no noise. We steal like panthers on 
the prey — silent and hungry. If any man speaks so much as 
one word it will be his last. Do you heed ?' 

' Eweh, O chief !' 

' Come, then ;' and placing himself beside Inyami, he led 
the regiment towards the river. The war-song of Chanda's 
regiment on the march came plainly on the wind, and in 
response they heard the deep booming of the Zulu chant. 
The enemy recognised that some movement was afoot, though 
in their confidence they never expected that their defeated 
foes would dare to attack them. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

AT BAY ! 

When Sirayo left, Webster, chafing at the narrow limits of the 
stifling den, knocked away the loose stone and wriggled 
through into the inner chamber, where they had passed the 
previous night in a stupor of sodden sleep. The Gaika pre- 
sently glided to his side, and Laura soon struggled out to 
drink in the fresher air. The two men went along the pas- 
sage, still bearing its ghastly burdens. 

She leant against the rough wall, with her white face to the 
stars, weary in body and mind, worn out by the unequal 
struggle against the accumulating horrors and dangers, in which 
there was no wild dash of romance. She was beaten. Her 
courage had lost its resolution ; her pride had been burnt out. 

* Where have you gone ?' asked Hume, with a touch of re- 
proach in his tones. 

She shuddered, but did not move or speak. 

' It is very dark,' he muttered, as he groped about with his 
hands until he came upon the opening, when he thrust his head 
through, moving it helplessly from side to side. 

'Don't!' she gasped; 'you frighten me.' 

' I am sorry,' he said. ,v*^ 

' For heaven's sake !' whispered Webster as he hurried ujp, 
'keep quiet, man. Someone has entered, and is coming 
along the passage.' 

With a low cry, Laura placed her hands before her face. 

' I will protect you !' murmured Webster passionately, and 
Hume silently withdrew his head, a feeling of fierce despair 
at his heart. 

He stood in the narrow den, hoping in his bitterness that 
death would free him from his torture, when the old woman 
suddenly clicked with her tongue angrily, then muttered to 
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the wounded chief. He rose up^ and she supported him to 
the hole^ calling on the Gaika to help him through. She 
followed^ and said a few words to Klaas^ who^ with a stifled 
exclamation, began tapping the sanded floor with the butt of 
his assegai 

' What are you doing ?' demanded Webster. 

'Wait, sieur;' and the tapping of the assegai continued. 
' This is the place ;' and Klaas with his naked foot pushed the 
sand away, leaving bare a flat stone in the centre of the room. 
With the point of his assegai he prised up the stone and then 
started back, for there was a yawning pit disclosed, out of 
which came a rush of damp and sickly air. 

' Where does that lead ^' asked Webster. 

' I don't know, sieur. The old woman will say.' 

She spoke rapidly, pointing with skinny forefinger at the 
pit, and turning her gleaming eyes from face to face^ 

' She says we must go down,' said Klaas ; 'but I am afraid.' 

' Hark !' said Laura ; ' I hear voices.' 

The old woman drew Umkomaas to the hole, then, seizing 
Laura by the arm, pulled her violently forward. 

'What the deuce does the old witch mean?' growled 
Webster impatiently. 

' I think,' said Klaas, ' she say this is the last place of hiding; 
and the Amazulus will find us if we stay here.' 

' Go down, then.' 

' Neh, sieur. It is too dark.' 

' It is no blacker than a ship's hold. Stand away ;' and, 
dropping his feet through, Webster lowered himself till he 
touched ground, when immediately Umkomaas almost fell on 
top of him, and he was obliged to catch the helpless chief and 
stagger back with him. 

Before she could utter a word of protest, Laura was seized 
by wiry arms and dropped into the pit, and the Gaika, with a 
grunt of anger at such treatment of his mistress, followed her. 
Then the old woman quickly slid the stone over the opening, 
rapidly spread the sand above, and stood listening. 

Hume had heard the exclamations, the excited whispers, 
and a muflled cry from Webster calling his name, and in the 
silence which suddenly cut short this commotion he read some 
fresh calamity, and stood for a moment trembling violently. 
Then he groped once more to the hole, and, thrusthig his head 
through, called softly : 
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' Laura !' 

No answer came to tlie murmur. 

' Webster !* he cried, a little louder. ' Jim ! are you 
there ?' 

' Ssh ! be still,' came a suppressed cry in the native tongue. 

* I have been still too long — ^where are you ?' 

* Listen. The men know that hiding-place. I heard two 
come and retreat. They will return in greater numbers. Be 
not afraid for your people ; they are safe with Umkomaas, my 
chief, under the ground here ;' and she stamped with her feet. 

' They are safe,' he muttered — ' safe, you say ? Why did 
they leave me ^' 

* You must stay there and tell the Amazulus that your people 
have fled.* 

' And then ?' 

* They will kill you. Your strength has gone ; it is well* 

' Good heavens !' he gasped in horror ; ' did they know that ? 
No, no, no ! It is a lie. They would not leave me. Jim !' 

' Ssh !' she hissed, then swiftly climbed the wild vine and 
crouched flat on the wall. 

' My God r he cried, ' my God ! and is this the end, to be left 
in a hole, blind, helpless, and alone ? And I lost my sight for 
them ! would have lost my life to save them ' — he paused — 
' ay,' he continued softly, ' may do so yet.* There was the 
ring of metal against stones, and he drew in his head in- 
stinctively and grasped his rifle. ' Good !' he muttered 
fiercely ; ' I hope there are many, so that even a blind man 
may strike home.' 

He heard the soft sound of men brushing against the stones, 
heard their exclamations of fury as they kicked against the 
bodies of dead Zulus, and knew they had reached the inner 
chamber. 

' Is this the place ?' said one harshly, in Portuguese. 

'This is the place. Captain,' answered a deep voice that 
seemed familiar to Hume. 

' And where are those robbers hidden ?' 

* In the wall there. See ! there is the gap by which they 
entered.' 

' Hark ye,' said the first man, raising his voice, and speaking 
in English, ' you who are hidden in there. I will lay a train 
of powder and blow the walls in upon you if you so pauch i^s 
lift a finger upon us. Do you hear ?' 
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' I hear/ said Hume sternly ; ' and I warn you also that I 
will shoot you like the dog you are if you attempt to injure 
one of us.' 

There was a laugh^ and a third man^ whom Hume judged 
to be Lieutenant Gobo^ said : ' Would it not be better to blow 
them in now^ Captain ?' 

'What! and kill the girl you rave about?' said the 
Captain in Portuguese. 'We'll get her first — moreover, we 
have no time to waste ; the people across the river may yet 
show fight. Hark to their singing ! Blow them up when we 
have firdshed this job.' 

The deep chant of Chanda's regiment rolled from beyond. 

' Now/ said the man who had been addressed as Captain, 
' let us begin. Ferrara, which is the entrance to this hidden 
treasure } It must be in the centre. Where is that witch- 
doctor — ah, you thief of night, come here ! Now, Ferrara, tell 
him to point out the place.' 

As the witch-doctor stepped forward, a loud hiss arrested his 
steps. 

* What in the devil's name was that ?' 

' Look !' said Gobo, trembling ; ' there is something moving 
on the walL Is it a snake ?' 

' Serpent or not, here goes.* A report rang out, followed 
by a wild cry, the rustling of leaves, and the fall of a heavy 
body. 

' Carrambo ! What have we here ? A woman — a witch. 
Gobo, here is your serpent ;' and the Captain laughed. ' Do 
you hear that, you inside } If you do not keep quiet you will 
be served in the same way.' 

The old woman, with a last effort, called to Hume : ' Keep 
watch ; they look for the secret place of hiding.' 

' Be silent !' cried the Captain ; ' and, Ferrara, show us this 
place of treasure, if you have not lied.' 

' I do not lie,' replied a deep voice, ' and you have done 
wrong to shoot that woman. She has given warning of our 
search.' 

' And what then ? Are we afraid of a parcel of sick men ? 
By the saints ! I will give them this old witch for company.' 

' Stay ; here is the place. Yes — see the crack ! Your 
knife. Captain, to force it open.' 

Hume heard the scrape of the knife, the thud of the stone 
as it fell back. 



AT BAY ! 249 

' Carrambo !' exclaimed tke Captain. ' What a hole of 
night ! Who goes down first ? I will lead. A light — give 
me a light.' 

There was a light, a flash of red flame from the hole in th« 
wall, as Hume, who had listened, with nerves all quivering, 
fired blindly to save his friends. 

'Bayate !' gasped the old woman. 'It is well done, O Mole.* 

There was a sound of rushing feet, followed by a storm of 
curses from the passage, where the men had rushed for shelter. 
Hume drew his revolver, and, with his arm out of the hole, 
fired in the direction of the voices. 

'The powder!' roared the Captain, hoarse with fury. ' Give 
me the powder, and I will blow in the wall on their heads.' 

* Nay !' said Ferrara ; ' the falling stones may crush in the 
secret chamber below. Let two of us fire into the hole while 
the other descends.' 

' No, the powder! That bullet grazed my head. I will lay 
it against the wall. Good ! here is a projecting stone. Get 
back, all of you, to the inner curve.' 

Hume, listening, heard the men retreat. 

' Listen in there ! In one minute you vdll be crushed. I 
have laid the train ' — ^there was a scratch — ' I have fired it — 
good-bye !' 

Hume stood a moment; then felt wildly for a hole, struggled 
through, and as he fell free of the wall he heard the splutter- 
ing of the powder. The next instant he was hurled aside, 
and in his ears there roared the heavy blast of the explosion, 
coupled with the hollow rumble of falling stones, while the 
floor beneath him shook and trembled to the shock. He re- 
mained for a time on his face motionless, almost stunned by 
the noise of the explosion and by the force with which he was 
flung aside. Then, as his senses returned, he heard a murmur 
of voices as though afar off — then more clearly a man speaking: 

* By the saints ! that is well done. They have had decent 
burial. Captain.' 

' Ay, too good ; now we can get to work at our ease. But 
what a dust ! First let it settle ; it chokes me.' 

Hume rallied his senses, and softly rolled over, feeling for 
his rifle, which he had dropped. Then he put his hand to his 
eyes, to feel that the bandage had been torn away by the rush 
of air. With his fingers he pushed back the lids, which by 
long pressure remained as though gummed down. With his 
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eves blinking at the falling dust, he sat in hopeless darkness ; 
then a shaq) cry escaped his lips, for it seemed to him that 
the darkness was not so black. He shut his eyes tightly, then 
opened them wide, and before him there was a yellow blur. 
A brilliant spark flashed through it ; then it changed to a deep 
violet, and from his trembling lips tiiere leapt a cry, for he saw 
the looming dark walls, and above caught the sparicle of innu- 
merable stars. 

' I can see !' he cried. ' My God i I can see i' 

' Hark ! It is one of them crying out.' 

' It was a fearful voice,' whispered Goba ' The men say 
this place is possessed.' 

Hume saw the sheen of something bright, and, with his heart 
beating, softly drew his rifle to him. He shut his eyes, and 
opened them with a joy he could scarce restrain ; then, gently 
cocking the hammer, he rose to his feet. 

' Curse this dust !' growled the Captain ; ' one can neither see 
nor hear. But we cannot remain here like a lot of children 
frightened by a sound. Come.' 

' Stop !' shouted Hume sternly. ' I can see you — ay, I can 
see you well ; and if a man moves I will shoot him.' 

' If you can see in this light, you have good eyes, my friend,' 
said the Captain, with a nervous laugh. ^But who in the 
devil's name are you ?' 

' Stand aside. Captain,' whispered Gobo. 

' Stand where you are,' said Hume fiercely. ' Now give an 
account of yourselves. You have hunted us, keeping your- 
selves, like the shabbiest curs, well out of danger ; and now, 
when you have brought us to bay, you have taken the last 
damnable measure of cowardice against us — thinking, too^ 
there was a lady here. I see that third man move — by heavens ! 
I will shoot.' 

' Be calm, my friend,' said the Captain in his hoarse voice ; 
' we do not wish to harm you. Now, can't you make some 
agreement with us ? You are perhaps alone ?' 

* Thanks to you,' said Hume grimly. 

* Alone — one man against two hundred. What can you do ? 
Just think : you may kill one of us ; but then you are yourself 
killed, or perhaps wounded and given over as a plaything to 
the Zulus, who are like tigers because of their friends who 
died.' 

' Well, what do you propose ?' said Hume, listening to the 
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louder cry of Chanda's regiment, and to a confused murmur 
that quivered through the fresh morning air. 

' You know why we are here, as we know why you have 
come. We have been racing against each other for a hidden 
treasure, and you would not accept the warnings we gave you 
to desist. There are three of us ; let us sink all differences, 
and do you come in, taking fourth share/ 

' And my friends ?' 

' Your friends ? It was the fortune of war that——' 

' War do you call it ? The better name would be murder/ 

'W^e need not split hairs,' said the Captain impatiently. 
' But why speak of your friends, since they are dead ?' 

' You lie ! they live. The treasure is not for you. They 
have already secured it, and are in safety with the people 
beyond the river. Fools ! while you slept they marched away, 
and Sirayo is now leading an army against your men.' 

' You lie yourself, dog of an Englishman T cried the Captain. 

* Listen I' 

The distant murmur increased to a hoarse roar, threatening, 
and nearer rose the shouts of Zulus calling to each other. 

Behind the three men in the passage were some Zulus, who 
had remained silent; but now they broke out in fierce ex- 
citement, all speaking together. 

' What do they say ?' shouted the Captain shrilly. 

* They say there is a fight where the greatest number of our 
men are, and the enemy have gathered also by the river,* 
where our second force is stationed. This man speaks truly. 
The people would not fight unless they had a fresh leader, 
and who can that leader be but Sirayo ? But as for the trea- 
sure, those feeble people could not have carried it away.' 

* Carrambo !' said Gobo, ' I recognise this fellow now.' 
'We met before at Madeira,' said Hume grimly; and as 

the light increased the scowling faces of the three men stood 
out. 

' Mother of God ! what a sight ! His eyes are red and look 
out from a black mask.' 

' He is like a devil,' muttered Gobo ; and, with his gun at 
his hip, he pressed the Jtrigger. 

' Baleka !' cried a warrior, pushing in. ' Sirayo eats our men 
up by the lone rock, and men are swarming across the river for 
this place.' 

* To the mountain !' cried Goboj, turning to fly. 
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' Not I !' cried the Captain furiously. 

' Nor I !' said Ferrara. 

And the two dashed at Hume. 

He fired and the Captain fell ; but Ferrara gripped him by 
the throaty and the two reeled about in a fierce struggle, and 
in their ears, though without conveying much meaning, there 
came the sound of shouting beyond the walls. As they stood 
for a spell, gasping for breath to renew the struggle, they heard 
the Zulus calling to each other to fly, and Ferrara by a terrific 
effort hurled Hume away, sent him staggering, to fall 
heavily over the heap of fjdlen stones, then himself vanished 
into the underground passage, a moment before the little son 
of Umkomaas dashed into the ruined chamber at the head of 
his victorious warriors. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

THE UNDERGROUND CHAMBER. 

SiRAYo's leadership had prevailed. He attacked the main 
body of the enemy before simrise, and the young warriors of 
the Rock^ fired by his ferocious courage, had withstood the 
desperate rush of the Zulus until Chanda's regiment came up 
on the trail of the second detachment, when the enemy, 
terribly thinned, took the path to the mountain wisely left 
open for them. 

Before the fight Sirayo had taken the long throwing assegai 
from Inyami and snapped the haft across his knee within three 
feet of the blade. 

' Do ye likewise,' he said to the regiment, ' and you will 
fight the Zulus hand-to-hand with their own weapons, for it is 
by their short assegais they have conquered.' 

The young warriors obeyed, and for the first time they went 
into a fight without hurling their spears. 

After the great fight, which left the ground about a lonely 
rock of strange shape strewn with dead and djring, the women 
flocked to the scene, to attend to the wounded, and Sirayo, 
with the remnant of his band, marched to the ruins. As they 
neared the place, the men broke out with their song of victory 
— a deep-throated roar tossed to the mountain — and the 
warriors about the ruins formed up to meet them, whistling 
shrilly and drumming on their shields, while the boy-chief 
stood before the ranks, his black eyes glittering. 

' Bayate !' they thundered. ' Great is Sirayo, the big black 
bull, the swooping eagle !' 

The air vibrated to their shouts, and the warriors of the 
Rock, with the marks of battle on them, gave an answering 
shout, and proclaimed Sirayo as their chief. 

If the Zulu had been a younger man, he would perhaps 
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have seized the opportunity and grasped the proffered honour, 
which would have meant instant death to the little chief, and 
a fierce attack upon any suspected of supporting him. 

As it was, the chief took a pinch of snuff, while his blood- 
shot eyes glared fiercely at the son of Umkomaas, standing 
within reach of his red and dripping assegai. 

* Do you hear, little chief .^' he said in his deep tones. 
' I hear, and I know. Strike if you will.' 

Sirayo took from his head the broken eagle plume, and fixed 
it on the head of the child. 

' Behold your chief!' he cried, lifting his assegai and letting 
his dark glance sweep along the ranks of excited men. ' He is 
a babe, but he has the heart of a lion. Chief, see your men ; 
they fought like my own Zulus of the far south. Take thought 
that your heart nevef turns black towards them.' 

Thell Sirayo turned into the ruins, and found Hume wetting 
with his dripping handkerchief the lips of the old woman, who 
lay bleeding slowly from a wound in the breast. The chief 
looked at the fallen stones and at the prone body of the Porta- 
guese Captain. 

' What evil has happened ?' he asked. 

* I heard them shout your name, chief,' said Hume, keeping 
his fiice bent over the woman ; ' you have triumphed ?' 

' Yebo ! it was well done, and it was a great fight. Your 
eyes are no longer dark ; that is better than my victory. Ay, 
it is good ! Where are the others ?* 

' Down there ;' and he pointed at the hole. 

' Did they go before the fight, and leave you alone ?' 

' I could not see, and they were hurried. They forgot me.' 

' Yoh ! And do they hide there like jackals ? It was not 
a good thing to leave a blind man.' 

' They did it without thought. I fear there is something 
dark thereunder, chief, for a strange man, I think, has gone 
down. I would have followed, but my head was dizzy from a 
fall ; and then I heard this old woman crying feebly for water, 
and I went out to the spring. We must go down. 

Sirayo called for men, and when a few came in with wild 
looks he bid them carry the old woman to the spring and tend 
to her. The men exclaimed, when they saw Hume, and 
clapped their hands to their mouths, but Sirayo sternly bid 
them go. 

'They do not like my face,' said Hume, with a bitter smile. 
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' They are not women, that they should be terrified at a scar 
received in battle/ 

' Then my face would frighten a woman ;* and he shuddered. 
' Will you go first, chief?' 

A faint smile flickered for a second about the grim mouth of 
the warrior; then he lowered himself into the hole. 'We 
shall need a light,' he said, and split the hafl of an assegai. 
They found themselves in a narrow passage curiously arched 
and ribbed, which coiled round and widened as they advanced, 
turning always to the left. The walls were polished, as if by 
constant friction, and where the ribs met overhead was a well- 
defined ridge, or backbone, regularly articulated. It was very 
still, the stagnant air heavy with a sickly odour, and twice 
they paused to struggle against a feeling of dizziness ; but a 
slight current of air, coming with a cooling touch, freshened 
them, so they were able to struggle on, through a short 
length where the passage suddenly narrowed, to a large wedge- 
shaped chamber. 

They stood peering by the flickering and waning light at 
some dim forms stretched upon the floor, at two spots of light 
at the far end through which the air came, at a double row of 
shining objects on either side the narrow end of the wedge, 
and at an object in the centre from which there came a wreath 
of smoke, spreading the odour that had so disturbed them. 

As Hume hesitated, with a sharp fear at his heart, one of 
the figures moved, then rose up, swaying to the side for 
support. 

' Thank God !' he cried ; and at the sound of the voice the 
figure started back, moved his head from side to side as 
though he tried in vain to pierce the gloom behind the spark 
of fire, and then cried hoarsely : 
' Quien es ?' 

' Ah, it is you ! Surrender ; we are armed.' 
The man made no answer ; but, stooping, he appeared to 
grope among the prostrate forms ; then with a fierce growl of 
satisfaction lifted one, and by the light that filtered through 
the two openings they caught the sheen of steel in his hand ; 
they saw, too, the face of Laura, white and deathlike. 

' I will not surrender !' he said slowly; ' and if I die she dies 
also.' 

'Don't!' cried Hume hoarsely. 'Give her to me, for 
Heaven's sake !' 
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' Not 1/ he growled^ and placed her face in the stream of 
lights so that Hume could see the closed eyes and white 
cheeks. 

Hume trembled and went faint with terror. ' For mercy's 
sake, take her out of this, into the fresh air.' 

' And what of me ?' 

' Ask what you like ; but be quick, or it will be worse for 
you — I swear it !' 

' Do not threaten/ said the other darkly ; ' I want my life !' 

' Yes — ^yes.' 

' My liberty, and safe passage from the valley.' 

' Ay, I will see you out myself ; but, for God's sake, be 
quick !* 

' And more — a full half-share of any treasure there may be 
here. I have lived years for it, and less I will not take.' 

' I know nothing of any treasure ; but if there is any, half 
is yours — the whole if you will hasten.' 

' Nay, half will do ; I would not try you with the loss of the 
whole. How do I know you can dispose of it ?' 

Hume swore under his breath, and made a step forward. 

' Stop !' cried the other, with so menacing a voice that 
Hume reeled back. ' You are wasting time now, and I feel 
her heart beats more slowly. What claim have you to give 
half the treasure away ?' 

' I — I am captain of this party.' 

' Ay, but you are not the chief of the people here.' 

' No,' said Hume quickly ; ' but here he is. Sirayo !* And 
he spoke hurriedly to the chief. 

' Half is his,' said Sirayo. 

' Good !' said the man, this time in Zulu. ' Swear it. I think 
I will trust you — since I have watched you for many nights 
— had your fives in my power, but spared you.' 

* Then bring her out !' 

' Take her yourself.' 

And the next minute Hume was staggering blindly, fiercely 
through the dark and tortuous passage, with his precious 
burden. 

Then the stranger overturned the burning vessel in the 
middle of the room, and stamped on the smouldering herbs ; 
next he lifled Webster's heavy form, to stagger off with it ; 
while Sirayo did the same for Klaas, both returning to carry 
the chief, Umkomaas. They were all taken to the spring. 
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shelters of rushes built over them, and a medicine man called 
to attend them. They had been all stupefied by the fumes 
of burning herbs, by the same fumes which, stealing through 
the cracks in the floor, had overcome them on their first night 
in the ruins ; and the witch-doctor, after much waste of time 
over muttered incantations, brought them slowly to their 
senses, though they were too languid to move. 

When Hume found that they had shaken off the stupor in 
which they were locked, he went down to the spring and 
stooped to quench his burning thirst ; but he paused as he 
knelt, appalled by the reflection he saw in the clear pool — the 
reflection of a terrible face : the eyes red, inflamed, without 
eyelashes ; the forehead blackened, as though covered by a 
mask. In his anxiety for Laura, in his joy at her recovery, he 
had forgotten about his injury; and now this sudden reve- 
lation filled him with horror. He tumed away from the 
pool with a feeling of repulsion for hijaiself, and went off to 
the now deserted ruins, where he faced this new trouble, 
and all that it meant to him of ruined hopes. With these 
awful eyes of his he could not face her — no, nor mingle 
among his fellows. He remembered how the Portuguese 
had exclaimed at seeing his face ; 'and he writhed at the 
thought that men would start at sight of him, and women 
would turn shuddering away. A great bittei;i^ess filled his 
heart, and when he thought of Webster, he ground his teeth 
at the cursed chance which left him maimed, while leaving 
his friend free. A feeling of resentment towards Laura sprang 
up also, because she had feared him even in the dark. 

'Would to Heaven,' he muttered savagely, 'I had been 
killed r 

And he sat staring blankly at the wall before him, and 
suddenly there came before him the calm face of Mr. Dixon, 
the engineer, going to his death, cooped up in the bowels of 
the Swift, and the stem features of Captain Pardoe. Then he 
rose with a faint smile about his lips and went to the inner 
chamber, where he found Ferrara preparing a torch, while Sirayo 
sat near, as calm and indifferent as though he had passed an 
uneventful day. 

' Are your friends better i** asked Ferrara. 

' Yes,' was the curt reply. ' What do you hope to find 
here ?' 

' That which has brought you to this valley, and led us 

17 
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upon your tracks, and sent many of us on the longest journey 
of all — the love of gain.' 

' And what good, after all ?' 

' Very Uttle good to you, my friend ; but for me — I am not 
too old to have one last fling after having lived the life of a 
savage. Now let us find and share.' 

He lit the torch and held it close to the arched roof, and 
the flaming light was reflected on a double row of shining 
objects. His eyes glittered as he examined them closely. 

* Ah,' he muttered, ' the man did not lie, then. These are 
the teeth of gold.' 

' Teeth,' said Hume, throwing off his moody air — ' teeth of 
what r 

'Why, of this serpent. Have you not been through the 
coils } — and this place is the head. The temple above was 
reared on the coils of a serpent, and the simple people of the 
valley have kept ahve the old worship in some of its forms. 
These two points of light at the narrow end are the nostrils. 
But you knew of this.' 

* Nothing. We came in search of the Golden Rock.' 

' Yes ; I have seen that wondrous thing, but it was not to 
be carried away bodily, while these treasures may.' 

And with a strong tug he wrenched one of the curved teeth 
from its socket, and as it lay in the broad palm, the three heads 
bent over to examine it — a finely-wrought piece of pure metal^ 
two inches in length, and about a quarter of a pound in weight. 
There were altogether forty-eight of these teeth, and in an 
hour they had all been wrenched from the sockets which had 
retained them in glittering rows for many centuries. 

' My knowledge of values is rather musty. What would 
you judge the worth of these }* 

' About a thousand,' said Hume, after a mental calculation. 

' Is that all } Then my share will not purchase a month's 
enjoyment. You gave me half for the life of that girl, yet I 
had you all at my mercy, and spared you. Come, comrade, 
what say you to my taking the whole ? Remember, you offered 
me all.' • 

Hume divided the yellow pile into two parts, and emptied 
one half into Sirayo's skin bag. 
a ' There ! that is your share,' he said sternly, and Ferrara, 

/ muttering to hin^elf, stored the precious burden about his 
person. 
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Hume looked curiously at the tall dark man. 

' Who are you ?' he asked^ ' and why have you followed us 
so closely ?' 

' Who am I ? Ho, ho ! I scarcely know. Ask the Zulus ; 
they will tell you I am the great Witch-Doctor, whose coming 
and going no man knows. Ask the white traders — they will 
tell you I am the Hermit of the River. Ask the Portuguese 
— they will say I am Alfonse Ferrara, the lieutenant who 
killed his captain at Delagoa Bay. I am all these, and for 
twenty years I have lived on the banks of the river, alone — 
alone with the running water, the brooding trees, and the 
things that move in the night.' 

' The animals Y whispered Hume, awed by the light which 
smouldered in the dark eyes opposite him. 

' The animals — phaugh ! they shrink at my coming. No, 
no, the soft, silent, gliding things that lurk in the shadows ; 
that watch me looking over their shoulders, or peeping from 
the shelter of rocks, or from out the dark pool. I want to 
get away from them;' and he glared round the cavern, 
shuddering. 

Hume shuddered too at the glimpse of madness in Ferrara's 
gesture. 

' But why did you dog us V 

' Because I knew what you were after, and I wanted it for 
myself. Years ago I knew of the secret of this valley. It 
was I who set your uncle upon the quest, in the hope I might 
afterwards rob him. I have haunted this place, but in vain, 
for they kept too close a watch. It was necessary to have 
help, and before you came, I sent a message to a Portuguese 
trader. You came when my plans were ready, and if it had 
not been that I mistrusted my countrymen, you would have 
been killed while you slept ; but if they had played me false, 
I would have sought your help.' 

' You appeared to us as a savage,' said Hume, repressing a 
feeling of abhorrence. 

' Yes,' replied Ferrara with a mysterious air, and dropping 
his voice. ' You see, I have donned this clothing* to deceive 
them — the voiceless people who are searching for me. If 
they found me ' — and he looked cautiously round — 'they would 
drag me back to the river.' 

After another glance round the chamber, Hume and Sirayo 
withdrew, leaving Ferrara alone, and Hume, surrendering him- 
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self again to gloomy thoughts of his maimed face^ sat on the 
outer coping of the wall^ with his face resting on his hand. 

Long he sat there thinking whether he, too, would not do 
well to lead the life of a hermit, rather than be an object 
of disgust to his friends, when he heard a hoarse cry behind 
him, and, turning, saw Ferrara standing with his head turned, 
looking back along the passage. 

The strange being had stripped himself of his clothes. 
His huece form stood naked as that of a savaire, his breast was 
heavini, the muscles of his arms rigid, andVhen he turned 
his face it was contorted with the passion of terror and rage. 

' What in Heaven's name is it now ?* cried Hume, springing 
to his feet. 

Ferrara fixed his eyes on Hume ; his lips moved, but with- 
out sound, and he seized his throat savagely. Then with a 
wild cry in Zulu of ' They come ! they come !' he sprang over 
the wall and fled towards the mountain, while Hume feiced 
the passage, expecting he knew not what Presently he 
entered cautiously, until he came once again to the under- 
ground coil without meeting anyone ; but while he stood 
peering down into the dark pit, he realized that Ferrara had 
in the stillness of that gloomy retreat fallen a victim to his 
dark fancies of the ' voiceless people.' 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

THE LAST OF THE ROCK. 

Laura recovered from her prostration filled with an intense 
longing to get away from the savage surroundings, which had 
too surely left their mark upon her spirits. The whole enter- 
prise had lost for her its zest, and under the reaction which 
had set in she wondered how she could have entered upon 
the expedition. 

' Let us go/ she said to Webster. ' Take me away from this. 
It fills me with disgust.' 

' I do not wonder/ he said gloomily, running his eyes over 
her frayed dress. ' You look ill ; won t you rest ?' 

^ It is not rest, but change — change from this fearftil, this 
degrading life — that I need.' 

' Degrading ?' 

' Yes, degrading !' she replied passionately. ^ Where is Mr. 
Hume ?' 

' I do not know,' he said. 

' Find him, then.' 

He' rose slowly, looked at her a moment dully, then heavily 
moved off towards the ruins, where after a long search he 
found Hume seated with his hands over his eyes. He waited 
for some time patiently, but as Frank showed no signs of his 
presence he touched him on the shoulder. 

' Miss Anstrade asks for you. She wishes to return.' 

There was no reply. 

' You must go back with her. She is weary of this life — sick 
of it and of me. I will remain here for a time. You hear 
me, don't you, Frank ? besides, it is necessary your eyes should 
be looked to. Of course,' he went on patiently, ' I understand 
how you feel. I have seen that you have shunned me, but God 
knows, my lad, I would not have left you alone in the ruins if 
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I could have helped it. Franks I tried to get back to you, 
but I was overcome by those cursed fumes. Do you believe it, 
Frank?' 

'Ay, I believe it, Jim.' 

' Ah !* he said with a sigh of rehef. ' Now will you take her 
back, my lad } Take her away out of this, and when you are 
once again back among your fellows, forget that ever I had 
the impudence to mi^e a pact about her. Forget it, and 
win her.' 

Hume withdrew his hand from his eyes, and, rising slowly, 
faced his friend, his worn face pale, his eyes burning from out 
that blackened mask. 

' My God !' said Webster, drawing back. ' But you can see,' 
he muttered. 

' I can see — yes,' said Hume, in hollow tones. ' See how you 
shrink from me. Do you ask me now to take her back ?' 

Webster said nothing, but a groan shook his frame, and he 
caught his friend's hand and held it 

' You don't speak }* 

* The black will fade out. It is only powder.* 

'Yes, and my eyebrows will grow,' he said with a bitter 
laugh, ' and the red will disappear from my eyes ; but before 
that she would have learnt to dread my presence. Do you 
still ask me to take her V 

' No, lad ; you must not see her until you have recovered.' 

'Then, you must take her, and I will at once see Sirayo 
about your departure. By the way, he has our share of one 
part of the treasure already found, and it will be sufficient to 
pay your way to Cape Town and to take her passage.' 

He related what had occurred in the underground chamber. 

' You will come also, of course, keeping near by day, and 
sharing our camp by night ?' 

' You have forgotten the Golden Rock. I will remain here.' 

' Impossible ! I could not leave you behind.* 

' I will stay.' 

' But what must I tell her ?* 

' Tell her that, as we came for the Golden Rock, it would 
be folly for the whole of us to return at the very time when 
the natives are friendly, and that I have remained behind in 
the interests of the party.* 

'She will want to hear that from your own lips.' 

' I will see Sirayo — ^tell him to make arrangements for your 
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departure, and will leave for the rock. If she asks for me I 
will not be within call.' 

' It is a miserable ending/ said Webster. 

' Not for you/ said Hume meaningly. 

' Why r 

' You will have an opportunity to push your suit, and you 
may do so.' 

' Look here, Frank : I will take Miss Anstrade to Pretoria 
or Cape Town, and part with her as a friend — ^if she is willing to 
call me friend — and I will come back here to you. How long 
will it take for the double journey Y 

* Three months.' 

' In three months, then, I will be back.' 
He went to the camp, and Miss Anstrade advanced quickly 
to meet him. 

' Have you seen him }* she asked impatiently. 

' Yes.' 

' Why, then, is he not with you ?' 

* He is making arrangements for our departure, and I am 
afraid you will not see him — at any rate, at present.' 

' Why not ?' 

' You will remember that we came here for a certain pur- 
pose, and that, certainly, was not to return as soon as we had 
arrived. One of us is to remain, and it is decided that I go 
with you.' 

'Oh,' she said, looking haughtily at him, 'is this your 
arrangement ?' 

' Yes,' he answered slowly ; * I made it.' 

'Then I decline to go with you.' 

' I am afraid you must.' 

' Where is Mr. Hume ?' she asked, as the blood flashed in 
her cheeks. 

' Frank asked me to say good-bye. He is very busy. I 
told him how important it was he should lose no time.' 

' Would you leave a blind man alone, and again seek the 
safest course yourself, you — ^you coward ?* 

* I should have told you,' he said gravely, ' that Frank has 
recovered his sight ;' and he stood waiting for her to speak, 
but she turned away, and, with a wild look around, he moved 
heavily down to the river, where he stood with head sunk, 
watching the water. 

Sirayo made arrangements that evening with the people. 
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and next morning a party of men with two trained oxen 
approached the little camp. Laura was persuaded to mount 
one of these ; the kit was packed on another^ and Webster, 
with Klaas and five natives, moved off in the direction of the 
forest for a secret path which led directly over the mountains 
beyond into the Transvaal. 

Hume, from the ruins, saw the little party go, and watched 
them across the plain — ^watched them until they were out of 
sight, and afterwards stood there looking towards the west with 
a half-formed hope that they might return. For now in his 
loneliness the bitterness and pride of his spirit melted away. 
And so, he thought, had ended their great quest, his com- 
panions surrendering in disgust, himself filled with disappoint- 
ment, though he had reached the goal. 

The Golden Rock, the golden dreams, the links of friendship, 
the ties of love — where were they now ? Ah, well, there was 
still the rock. He turned from the ruins, and with Sirayo 
went along the right side of the valley in search of it. Away 
over the river the women moved among the fields singing, and 
beyond in the great kraal the men were drinking beer ; their 
drinking-song had gone droning on through the night, and was 
still coming in snatches. 

' They sing loud and drink deep,' said Sirayo ; ' to-day they 
will slay whole armies in song ; to-morrow they will have for- 
gotten Sirayo and the help he gave. Already they have 
asked me about the gold that was in my sack.' 

' Is there any danger, then V asked Hume Hstlessly. 

'I care not,' said Sirayo; 'and your heart is heavy too. 
What will it matter ?' 

Hume stopped and looked anxiously across the river. ' As 
you say, chief, what does it matter } But are our friends safe ?' 

' They are safe, for they go and have the word of Umkomaas 
the chief ; but we are here, and they would love us better if 
we were away.' 

' But you have done them a service, and they would have 
made you chief.' 

' I have done them a service, and when they were hot they 
would have set me above them ; but some of them will think 
the service was too great for any reward but death. Water 
will run, and men will always act the same. See where the 
vultures circle ; below them lays the field of the fight' 

The unclean birds, with their bald heads bent earthwards 
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between the vast sweep of their fringed wings, were circling 
round above the stained and trampled ground, whereon were 
many scores of dark figures rigid in death, and each swift 
circle bringing them nearer to their dreadful repast. 

' Phaugh ! to think that a warrior should come at last to the 
maw of such a creature !' 

They moved among the dead, lying as they fell, with gaping 
wounds on the naked breasts, and saw standing alone a large 
rock rising from a bed of flat stone stained red with blood. 

' See the stone of blood !* said Sirayo. * It was here they 
made their last stand.' 

The Golden Rock ! Hume looked at it with a feeling of 
horror and disgust, as though it were itself answerable for that 
ominous tinge of red ; then his eye was caught by a singular 
life-like appearance, and advancing, he saw that the rock had 
been carved into the semblance of a coiled serpent, with the 
head slightly raised and projecting, giving to it a touch of 
defiance. 

Looking closer, he saw that the coils were beautifully carved, 
the muscles standing out with startling distinctness, while 
each scale was clearly defined, and the whole polished to the 
smoothness of marble. The head stood about five feet from 
the ground, and the tail ran out in a small ridge across the 
flat rock at the back. Under the throat a broad vein of white 
quartz gave a wonderful touch of reality to the carving, and 
along the side of the coils were patches of yellow and black, 
while the topmost coils in line with the head were richly 
marked with yellow. From the broad blunt nose there was a 
continuous line of yellow over the head and along the back- 
bone of the topmost coil. 

'It is gold,' said Hume hoarsely — 'pure gold — and if these 
veins and splashes run through the mass there must be 
thousands of ounces.' 

'There are men hurrying from the kraal,' said Sirayo 
quietly. 

'Let them ccmie;' and Hume, without turning his head, 
drew his knife and began feverishly to scratch a yellow patch. 
' It is as hard as iron,' he muttered ; ' we shall have to blow it 
to pieces.' 

' It has been long here,' said Sirayo, ' that snake of stone, 
looking over the plain at the mountains. The people think 
it watches over them.' 
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' The people are fools/ said Hume gruffly. ' There is gold 
enough here to buy up their cattle ten times over/ 

' Soh ! If they had so many cattle^ other nations would have 
eaten them up. As it is^ they have lived in peace to the 
present' 

' A fragment has been broken off here/ muttered Hurne^ 
going down on his knees ; ' and the vein runs right into the 
rock. Why, it spreads right over here !' He crept over the 
flat rock, thinking nothing of the stains of blood, and cried 
out that the whole bed was thickly shot with gold. ' The 
rock has been cut down all round — see, here are the marks of 
the chisel ! Miners have been at work here — ^white men.' 

' No white people have been here. So they told me ; but 
here are those who can answer best.' 

A band of warriors led by an old Induna rapidly ap- 
proached. The leader held a white wand in his hand ; the 
warriors wore their blankets, which fell gracefully over their 
right shoulders, covering their right arms. 

' Greeting !' said the old man. 

' Greeting V said Sirayo courteously. 

' Why do you linger here among the dead, when on the 
other side there is plenty of beer and merriment ? And what 
was the white man doing crawling around the rock ?' 

' And why have you left the feast to question me ?' 

' These questions are through my mouth, but they come 
from Umkomaas, the chief. He would have you near him, 
and he has sent a message.' 

' Hu-em !' said Sirayo, while his nostrils expanded ; ' the 
time has come. Say what shall it be— one last flght, or, like 
an old lion weary of life, shall we die as we stand without a 
sound or a movement ? I care not' 

'Why,' said Hume, ' they are peaceful men;' but he brought 
his heavy rifle forward and stood beside the chief with his 
back to the rock. 

' I know your message,' said Sirayo in his deep voice. ' I 
can see it in your eyes, that fear to look straight You carry it 
under your blankets, and it has a sharp edge to it Stop !' he 
thundered, as there was a movement among the men. ' I 
have a word to say to you. Let slip your blankets; the air is 
warm, and I know what you hold beneath them.' 

The blankets slipped to the ground, and every man stood 
revealed with a stabbing assegai in his hand^ 
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' Soh ! It is well. Look around on the dead and tell me 
who they are.' 

^ Amazulus !' was the sullen cry. 

' Yebo — Amazulus ; and they lie as still as the blades of grass 
beneath them. Look^ and think how ye would have fared, 
had not Sirayo fought against them. Where to-day would 
have been your flocks and your women ? Sirayo is a great 
chief ; it is because he is great that Umkomaas has sent you 
each with a message — Umkomaas, who was drawn by these 
hands out of the hole. Do you think that men such as you 
can slay me ?' and he took a stride towards them. 

They fell back, looking at each other, and the old Induna 
lifted his hands. ' It is the will of Umkomaas and the head- 
men in council, O chief.' 

' Learn — Sirayo cannot be slain. See these wounds — the 
blood yet drips from them — these scars ; they tell you that 
Sirayo cannot be slain unless he so wishes.' He let his fierce 
gaze dwell on them, and his giant form seemed to tower 
above them. ' Let this white man go, and to-night you may 
do the will of the chief ; but if harm befalls my friend, my 
spirit will return; you will hear your cattle moan in the night, 
and in the morning they will be dead.* 

' Never I* said Hume, who had followed the strange speech 
without difficulty. ' I will not take my life on such terms.' 

'Hu-em ! my day has passed and the night comes. Of what 
use is it that we should both die? Take the road to the 
forest while there is light, and the dread of me will keep 
these men quiet till I give them the sign.' 

' And they will follow me up I' 

' What say you ? can the white man go ? Remember my 
words : Sirayo living is not to be so feared as Sirayo dead.' 

* Ay, he can go ; the chief said nothing concerning 
him.' 

' Go, my friend, and when you grow old, see that you have 
children about you. It is not well to be alone then.' 
' I stay with you, chief,' said Hume quietly. 

* Is that the last word ?' 
' Yes.' 

' It is a fight, then ;' and the big Zulu, throwing back his 
head, began to shout of his deeds, while he stamped on the 
rock in a sort of dance, a dance that grew quicker, winding 
up with a terrific bound in the direction of the men. They did 
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not wait for him, but turned and ifled, and Sirayo stood look- 
ing after them in amazement. 

' You frightened them/ said Hume with a laugh. 

The chief shook his head, took a pinch of snuff, and smiled 
grimly. 

' Ay,* he said ; Hhey will have some lies to tell the council. 
You see it was as I said : they would like us better if we 
went away. I cannot frighten them with words when they 
come again. Why stay, since they don't want us, and you 
cannot carry that rock away with you ?' 

Hume laid his hand on the carved head of the serpent, and 
looked gloomily across the river, then at the deserted stretch 
of the valley on the near side. Its desolation struck him, 
and he called his companion's attention to it. 

^ How is it that this side of the valley is deserted, while 
beyond there are so many } The ground looks rich, and the 
grass is good.' 

' It is some folly of the witch-doctors, from what I have 
heard.' 

Under cover of the night they went back to the ruins, and 
there they found the old witch-woman alone, sitting smoking 
over the fire. 

* I thought,* she said, ' you would have been crow's meat 
before this. The witch-doctors smelt you out last night. 
They doctored some warriors ; how is it you escaped ?' 

' Oh, they were old women. They came, but I shook my 
fingers at them, and they ran.' 

' Ho, ho ! if they'd been old women they would not have 
run. So they ran ; and you — ^why did you not run also ?' 

' We have come for the stone of fire, old mother.* 

'Yinnyl That is where the amapagati dance and make 
their medicine. No one can touch the rock and live.' 

' We have touched it. The amapagati are fools ; but surely 
if they touch it now that we claim it, they will die.' 

The old dame grinned. 

' See,' she said. * I know. You cannot frighten me with 
such things. But, as you say, the wise men are fools; they 
have made this side of the valley a fear to the people. Oh, 
I know their tricks — how they would prick cattle, when they 
strayed on this side, with a snake's tooth, and then tell the 
people the deed was done by the fetich, the great snake- 
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spirit. Ay, they have slain men too, and girls who went to 
the river for water have disappeared.' 

* If that is so/ said Hume, ' it would be better if the snake 
rock were removed.' 

* Eweh, O red eyes — and the amapagati as well. They 
have beaten me. Let them die, I say.' 

Hume gave a bit of tobacco to her, and as she filled her 
pipe he shot a significant look across at Sirayo. 

* It is not well for an old woman to be here without good 
food and warm shelter. You should have a hut in the kraal,' 
said Sirayo. 

' They killed my son when he brought me food one night,' 
she said hoarsely ; ' and they threaten to smell out my 
daughter if I leave these rocks — the sons of dogs and earth- 
pigs !' 

' Soh ! we will talk over this in the morning. In the 
meantime go you to the river, and call out that we have 
gone.' 

' But you will stay and slay them ?' 

' We have said it.' 

'Oh ay, I will go. They have grown fat on lies; now I 
will repay them. I will show you this night where they 
keep their girls, all young and fat, the he-goats that they are.' 

When she had gone, Hume inmiediately pointed out that they 
could turn the superstitious fears of the people to their own 
advantage. 

' Well, for my part,' said Sirayo, * I am curious about these 
girls. If they have put up long with the company of snuffy 
old men, they will know how to receive a man and a warrior ;' 
and he stretched his limbs. 

The old woman, having done her mission by shouting until 
someone heard her, returned, and led them up the mountain, 
where, in a kloof whose narrow entrance was almost hidden 
by huge rocks, they found a small kraal and saw the light of 
fires. 

The old woman clapped her hands and called out : 

* Come and see what presents I have brought you, children !' 
A door was opened and three girls crept out, laughing, one 

of them, with her naked toe, pushing the half-burnt logs on 
to the smouldering coals. 

' What is it, mother ?' 

' Guess, my children.' 
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' A young kid/ said one^ smacking her lips. 

' Tobacco/ said another. 

' Hark to them !' said a third scomfiilly. ' You bring news, 
is it not so ? We heard sounds of a fight. Our people have 
fled, and we are free !' 

' Ay, there was a big fight, and our people have won.' 

' You gabble, old woman ! Our men have no stomach for 
fighting. They can only talk.' 

' Noenti, how you chatter I If our folk have won, they will 
be feasting and dancing.' 

' Oh, your news is old like yourself, mother,' said NoentL 
' We saw the fighting, and our people won ; but it was because 
of the stranger who led them — a great man.' 

' Oh, well, if you know everything I will return ; when I 
was a girl I always listened to what my elders had to say. So 
you saw the fight and the great chief. I could have told 
about him, but you already know.' 

'Tell us!' they all cried together. 'Catch her, hold her 1 

£Eist !' and, running round the fire^ they came full tilt against 
Sirayo. 

'Yinny!' they cried, and bolted like rabbits for the hut, 
while the old dame laugh shrilly. 

Presently they peeped out, and after much giggling emerged 
once more, and came and peeped up at Sirayo, and walked 
round him. 

' What say you, my children, have I not done well ? Here 
is the great chief himself.' 

The girls shrieked with laughter, and then, imder the direc- 
tion of Noenti, brought out meat and thick Kaffir beer. 

Hume left them seated round the fire, chattering like * 
children all together, and sat at the mouth of the kloof, 
gazing idly before him. And as he sat there watching the 
stars in the east he heard footsteps approaching stealthily, 
so he stepped gently from the rock, crouching down in the 
shadow. 

As the group at the fire laughed while the girls filled the 
calabash, seeing how much their magnificent visitor could drink, 
Hume appeared within the circle of light with a man in his 
grasp. 

' Here is another visitor,' he said. 

' Yoh !' exclaimed one of the girls, * it is our master ;' and 
she ran frightened away, while the old dame seized a brand 
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from the fire^ and held it before the malignant face of the same 
man who had led the Zulus to the ruins. 

' Soh 1 it is you,' said Sirayo ; * you are welcome ; come, sit 
by me ;' and, seizing the man by the leg, he jerked him over 
the fire to his side. ' The beer is good—drink, man, drink.' 

* l^&y,' cried the old dame, ' drink he shall not' 

' Drink,' said Sirayo, with a frightful grimace ; ' for it is the 
last your lips will touch. Since you have walked into the den, 
you will not leave it aUve.' 

* No, chief,' said Hume ; * you must not take the blood of 
such a creature.' 

' As you say, Hu-em. Let us leave him to the old woman ; 
but this tuft on your hair let me have it, and this necklet of 
teeth, and this bag of old bones ;' and Sirayo stripped from the 
cowering m£in all the ornaments and trappings of his office. 
' Now, Noenti, fix them on me ; I will to-night play the part of 
witch-doctor.' 

* There is a place in the hut here for you,' she said. 

' Keep it warm for me, then, but to-night I will cross the 
river and listen to their talk. Is it not well, Hu-em }' 

* No, the plan is wild ; they will detect you at once.' 

'I will crouch under a blanket and keep in the shadow. 
Moreover, I see there is a good time for me if I can keep them 
on their side. I will frighten them with a tale of the spirit 
of the snake ; and is it not said among the tribes that in 
council Sirayo is as cunning as the jackal? though it is a 
mangy beast. Yes, I will go.' 

' If you will go, warn them that when the sun is up they 
must collect the dead on the field, and bury them well and 
deep, lest a pestilence strike them.' 

' Ho, ho I I see you would work by the rock. Good ! I will 
say the spirit is offended by the dead.' 

Noenti having finished fixing on the witch-doctor's belong- 
ings, Sirayo bounded over the fire, and was in a moment out 
of sight, while the old dame, with the willing help of the 
girls, bound the despoiled rascal tightly, and thrust him into 
a hen-coop with unnecessary violence. Whether the man died 
of fright, or whether some darker fate befell him, Hume never 
found out, but in the morning he saw that the coop was 
empty. 

Before daybreak Sirayo returned, cool and uninjured, with 
the report that the people had already set out to bury the 
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dead^ and that they fully believed that he and Hume had fled. 
Then he rolled himself in his blanket and slept soundly till 
morn, when he awoke to eat heartily, and then to play and 
talk with the girls, who were merry enough, no matter what 
part they might have taken in the disappearance of the witch- 
doctor. 

They remained within the shelter of their retreat through 
the day, and in the night, with the laughing help of the girls, 
they made strange noises by the ri^er, and bore aloft on poles 
weird globes of light to frighten the natives and imbue them 
with respect for the sanctity of the deserted side of the valley. 
Those mysterious, pale, and ghostly globes that flitted in the 
air were but the rinds of hollowed pumpkins, luminous from 
the light of burning tinder within ; but they produced a great 
sensation on the people, who on the following day crossed the 
river with presents of food which they placed round the Golden 
Rock. This was, however, an unwelcome sign of respect, and 
when the darkness once brought down hundreds of people to 
the river to watch for the globes of spirit-light, they saw 
suddenly a horrid face literally blaze out of the night, with a 
tongue of flame and fiery eyes, while a slow, solemn, thunderous 
voice bade them keep to their huts, lest they should be driven 
into the water. That lesson was enough for the credulous folk ; 
the hollowed pumpkin with the punctured eyes and mouth was 
put away, Sirayo dalhed with the girls, and Hume, with the 
crowbar he had carried from the waggon, slowly bored into 
the carved rock. 

In the still nights when the wide valley was hushed in 
silence, except only for the melancholy howl of a jackal, he 
laboured to destroy that old, old work of human hands, done 
in a time long past. It was eerie work, and there were times 
when he would lay down his tool and stare at .the menacing 
head of the great snake, then take a slow look around him. 
It was very quiet, and the darkness shut him in like a wall, 
but that still, erect head he could always see outlined as he 
sat, against the stars, and one night suddenly he thought of 
the lone hermit of the river and shivered. It seemed that 
there were strange forms peering at him also, imdefined, 
shadowy shapes with muffled faces. He stood up, looked 
around him fiercely, as though he would invite his fancies to 
take shape so that he might confront them, then he ran blindly 
away. In the daylight he smiled bitterly at his fears, but that 
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night again the forbidding phantoms crowded thick and 
thicker on his imagination^ until^ without accomplishing a stroke^ 
he once more fled from his task. 

* You have seen/ said Sirayo^ as he looked at Hume's face 
by the light of the fire. ' What have you seen ?' 

' I am a child again^ chief. I am frightened by shadows.' 

* See,' said the old woman solemnly ; * I said they would come.' 

* Yebo !' said Sirayo, ' a rock is a rock, and it cannot speak ; 
but when men have breathed into it, have put themselves into 
it, have taken it into their inmost thoughts, it is no longer a 
rock. No man has said that I fear, but yet if, not knowing 
of it, I came on that rock in the night, I should be afraid. 
Leave it, my Mend, lest the spirit take possession of you, and 
you start and mutter, and grow wild-eyed.' 

' I have bored three holes,' said Hume ; * to-morrow I will 
split it without doing more work.' 

' It is true : white men are never content. They have been 
bitten by the water-beetle, and never rest.' 

The next night the people in the kraals saw once again the 
pale globe flitting about, and as they marvelled there was a 
flash of %re and a dull rumbling report The next morning, 
when they looked across, they saw that the Golden Rock was 
no more, and, with a sense of something old and familiar gone 
from their Uves, they wailed in their sorrow. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

BETTER THAN GOLD. 

When Sirayo saw that no harm befell Hume for the act of 
sacrilege^ he helped him bring the scattered fragments of the 
rock to the hidden valley^ and when the mass of now shape- 
less ore was stored up^ with its threads and veins of gold 
gleaming yellow^ preparations were made to break it up. 
From the crowbar^ after much labour about a roughly-made 
Aimace, Hume made two great hammers^ and for days he and 
Sirayo battered at the hard quartz^ reducing it by slow degrees 
to small fragments. This work they had done on a' wide flat 
rock, banked in so that nothing should be lost^ and next^ with 
native-made shallow dishes of baked clay^ they began on the 
less arduous and more exciting business of washing for gold- 
dust. So alternately washing and crushing from week to week, 
they at last succeeded with tiieir primitive methods in rescuing 
a vast amount of gold-dust, coarse grains, and large pellets 
from the mass of rich ore. 

At one time they were threatened with trouble, a prying 
witch-doctor having braved the unknown dangers by crossing 
the river and surprising the little party at work. Sirayo and 
the old woman, setting their wits to work, managed, however, 
to detach Inyame, who moved over with his entire regiment, 
and placed himself under the chief. A fierce conflict was pre- 
vented by a meeting between Sirayo and Umkomaas, and by 
the time Webster was expected back a new kraal had been 
built About the shattered rock, and herds of cattle grazed on 
the rich grass. 

Sira;yo was now a respected chief with a"royal household, 
the lively Noenti being the head wife. 

Gradually Hume's face regained some of its comeliness, but 
he seemed to live in an atmosphere of gloom, and spent much 



BETTER THAN GOLD 275 

of his time alone, looking to the west for the return of his 
friend. The interest which had kept him up so long as there 
was a lump of quartz to crush had failed him. He was list- 
less, silent and moody, so that the children shunned him, and 
the women turned away when he came near. They thought 
he was possessed ; and so he was — by a melancholy of the mind 
and irritability of nerves, severely shaken by the hardships he 
had undergone. He had succeeded, so he told himself. He 
had alone won the Golden Rock and by indomitable energy 
broken it up, but this gave him no pleasure. Nay, he grew 
to doubt whether he had done right. What right had he to 
destroy that carved image, that masterpiece of ancient workers, 
to shed blood for its possession ? So he brooded gloomily in 
his loneliness, and the only comfort he derived was the spec- 
tacle of growing crops on the land that was formerly shunned. 

And Webster would not return. Why should he? He 
had, no doubt, crossed the ocean with her, and by this time 
they would be married, for sailors were always quick in their 
loves. But he would wait. And yet while these thoughts ran 
always in his mind he would look towards the west, growing 
thin, haggard and unkempt. 

One day the scouts reported the arrival of a stranger, and 
Hume watched him come — a mounted man with a servant 
behind, leading a spare horse. 

' This is some traveller,' said Hume — ' some chance traveller 
who has entered the valley. I will hide till he goes.' 

But it was Webster, and the little son of Umkomaas led 
him up to the stones, led him to where a battered figure of 
a man lay face downward on the ground. 

'Frank!' rang out the familiar voice, 'what ails you, my 
lad ? are you asleep ?' 

But Hume rose and stood before his friend, thin, long-haired, 
gaunt, with a fierce, almost defiant, glare in his hollow eyes. 

* My God, Hume 1 you are ill.' 

Hume looked long at the big, healthy, handsome man 
before him, and he shuddered. 

' No,' he said in a hoarse voice, ' I am not ilL I've been 
waiting' — ^he paused and looked round — 'but I- did not expect 
you.' 

Webster put his hand to his throat, for there was that in 
the forlorn figure before him that told its own story. 

' Why did you come ?' 
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' Franks old friend, how can you ask me that ?' 

' For the gold, eh ? Well, it is there, in three calabashes — 

the dust, the coarser, and the nuggets. You can take two : 

one for you, one for — for her.' 

' Danm the gold !' said Webster, as the blood mounted to 

his face. 

* And so you have come V Hume went on. 

' Yes,' said Webster hopelessly ; * I have come. You don't 
seem glad to see me.' 

'Yes, I am glad — ^why shouldn't I be?* he added with a 
sudden flare. ' I suppose you are hungry. I think there is 
something in my hut. Let us see.' 

' Wait a minute, Frank. I have been looking forward to 
this meeting so long, and now you almost repulse me. What 
is it ? have you anything on your mind ?' 

' No,' said Hume, looking around. 

' Is it,' said Webster sternly, ' that you have grown to love 
your gold ? If so, learn that I will have none of it.' 

'You must have your share. It is yours; yoii cannot 
refuse it.' 

' So it is that ?' said Webster quietly. ' Ah, my poor friend, 
I can understand how in your loneliness you must have felt 
yourself neglected, and that your thoughts may have dwelt 
for compensation on the wealth you have earned ; but, man, 
beUeve me, I care not if I never see it, still less possess it.' 

' Neither do I,' muttered Hume. 

' Then what the devil is it V 

The two stood looking at each other, and the contrast 
between them was painful, and so obvious that Hume seemed 
to shrink within himself. 

* Ah,' continued Webster, while a sudden smile broke the 
cloud on his face, ' you think of Laura ! Come, Frank, you 
trusted me. Can you believe that I would abuse it — more 
especially when you were left behind ?' 

' Then,' said Hume, meeting his friend's convincing glance, 
' you have not asked her }' 

' No, my lad,' said Webster gently; ' and if I had asked her, 
it would have been of no use. She loves you.' 

' Loves me !' cried Hume with a wild laugh — ' loves me ! 
Look at me — ^you can see what I am.' 

' You require a wash,* said Webster gravely, ' and a shave^ 
and a new rig.' 
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Hume started back^ as though he had been stung, with a 
forbidding look on his face ; but presently he began to laugh. 

* Thank God !' muttered Webster. 

' Ay, thank God !' said Hume solemnly ; ' if it had not been 
for the mercy of that laugh, Jim, I would have flown at you.' 

They went down to the village, and soon after Hume re- 
appeared properly clad and groomed. Sirayo, already growing 
sleek, joined them, and Klaas, who had followed his master 
back, sat with his eye on a comely maid. 

Soon after that they left the valley with half a dozen men, 
and these they sent back to the valley with a goodly number 
of cows, and goods dear to Kaffir girls. Klaas remained to 
settle down in Sirayo's kraal. 

Five months later the two friends saw Miss Anstrade in 
London, but she was so changed from the woman who, in a 
short skirt and gaiters, had tramped beside them in the wilds 
that their hearts sank within them. 

It was absurd to suppose that brilliant, magnificent woman, 
with those wondrous eyes and that imperious bearing, could 
condescend to hear them. Yet they went, and for courage 
they went together. 

' Oh, merciful Lady !' she said, between crying and laughter, 
' I could not marry both of you.' 

' No, I suppose not,' said Webster, stroking his fair beard 
and looking hard at Hume. * Perhaps I should not have 
spoken, but Frank would have me come.' 

'It is a conspiracy,' she said, with a flash in her eyes. 
'You have come together out of some absurd notion of 
honour.' 

'No,' said Frank, turning red under her glance, 'we 
thought it was hopeless, yet we came to show that we loved 
you.' 

' And what are you going to do now ?' she said, biting her 
lip. 

' Ah ! I see someone in the street,' muttered Webster. ' I 
will see you again ;' and he darted out hurriedly. 

Hume looked as though he would follow, but was arrested 
by a faint sound, and, turning his head, he saw that she was 
laughing. 

' It is no crime for a brave man to love you,' he said, ' and 
he deserves something more than laughter.' 

' I am not laughing at him,' she said. 
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' At me, then ? Am I, then, an object of ridicule ?' 

' You never could understand/ she said. 

' No,' he said with a smile of courage ; ' I never did under- 
stand you, and I never shall. I love you. Must I go also ?' 

' My friend,' she said, with a sad smile about her lips^ ' I 
have been wanting to call on Miss Webster; do you re- 
member Captain Pardoe ? You must come with me.' 

' And Jim ?* he whispered. 

' Jim will be our brother ; he will be pleased. His ^end- 
ship is better than gold.' 



THE END. 
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'"""■■"""""■'■™" laaa 



Barrett (Joan).— Monte Cario St or ies. Fc3.p.Svo, c\., is.Gd.jsjurr/t, 
Beoconsfletd, Lor d. ByT. P. O'Connor. M,P. Cr. 8vo, cloth, y. 
Beauchamp (S hels Ley ).—0 rant Ley Grange. Post 8vo, boarda, m. 
BMUtiful Pictures by British Artists : A Gathering of Favomites 




«„S?''S. 
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Bechstein (Ludwlg;).— As Pretty aa Seven, and other German 

Stories. With AddilioOBl Tain by tJiB BroUMiA GRllfri, uut gS llluaralL«u by RICHTBH. Sqiur* 

Beerbohm (JuUus). — Wanderings In Patagonia; or. Life among 
Bellew (Prank).— The Art ol Amusing: A Collection of Graceful 

Bennett (W. C. IX.D.).— Songa for Sailors. Post Bvo. cl. iimp. ai. 
Bewick (Thomas) and his Pupils. By Austin Dobson. With 95 
Blerae (Ambrose).— In the Midst of Life: Tales of Soldiers and , 
Bill Nye's History of~the United States. With 14G llliistrationa ■ 
Eire (Edmond). — Diary of a Citizen of Paris during 'The 

T«mir.- TranitalgdWjQHW tiaglLLlERB, Two VoLa., df my Bvn, c lolh eillra. all. rS* Jrt». 

Blackburn's (tlenry) Art Handbooks. 

. Aakduv Motai, IBTB, laTT-M. IMS, Akmtuiof Halu, Vol. TI.. IMS-ST. Wkk 

^'-O-lltB, inuimiid. Mch I.. 300 Ulii5BBaoia. Demit Bvo, doih. Si. 

RotU. iSIS-TS. CompIeHin a»mTaBW.MaUl, Vd. III.. ISSB-BO. WU 

j(oM(.isao-B«. Cooipicnlii Vha Maw emllUT. 1 '^° ' "' 
r Moiu, i ta a-— ■ Comiilm in Th« N*» OmiWMjVi 



GmUMTf. Wilhalnllli 



■ Blind (Mathilde), Poems by. 

BOBM IU|4 BonnatK. Fc^p. Bto, ToUiun and 
PiTM Ol FmmHB t aones of thBOrieni and C 



Bourget (Paul).— Ues. Translated bj Joi 






Bowers (George). —Leaves from a Hunting Journal. Coloured 
Boyle (Frederick), Works by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., u, each. 
Brand (John).— Observations on Popular Antiquities; chiefiy 
Drewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by. ~~~ 

antbin* wid UwlF Wsikl, wUk tha'nUHi Bcinttba Appsndlcoto'TM Geideri Huil- 
jnttrj 3 ■lirmjiM- Ctown evo, cloth txtia, tj. 6d. 



Brewster (Sir David), Works by. Post Bvo, cloth, 41. erf, each. 



I* tUiirtyrm ot Bfill 



Brlllat-Savarln.— Gastronomy as a Fine Art. Translated by 
Brydges (Harold).— Uncle Sam at Honjei With gt lllnstratiocis. 

fw BvD, UkBlraKd t»iidi, u. ; dixli ka^ u. M . . 
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Buchanan (Robert) , Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, each. 

Beleeted Pottma of Robert Buohanan. TVlth Frontispiece by T. Dalzxel. 

Tta* Earthqaake ; or, Six Days and a Sabbath. 

Ttaa City of Draam t An Epic Poem. Witli Two Illustrations by P. 

Tba Wandarlnf Ja^i A Christmas Carol. 

The Oatoast t A Rhyme for the Thne. With zs Illustrations by RUDOLF BLIND, PETER MACNAI^ 
and Hume Nisbet. Small demy 8to, cloth extra, ar. 
. Robert Boohanan's Poetical works. With Sted-plate Portrait. Crown 8ro.clotfa extra. 7«.tf 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, y. 6tL each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 



MAC3fAB. 



The Bhado'w of the B'word. 

Jl ChUd of Nature. With Frontispieoe. 

God and the Han. With zi Illustrations by 

Fred. Barnard. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline* With 

Fronti^iece by A. W. COOPER. 



Iiove Me for Bver. With Frontispiece. 
Annan Water. | Foxglove HautuMP. 
The Mew JLbelard. 
Matt : A Story of a Caravan. With Frontispiece. 
The Master of the Mine. With Frc ' ' 
The Heir of Idnne* 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. eadu 
Voman and the Man. | Re d and White Heath er* | . iKaipbftf 

Iiady Kilpatriok. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 



The Charlatan. By Robert Buchanan and Henry Murray. WithaFronti^ecel^T.R. 
Robinson. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3^. 6d. {SMorify, 

Burton (Richard F.).— The Book of the Sword. With over 400 

Illustrations. Demy 4to, dotn extra, sar . . 

Burton (Robert).— The Anatomy of Melancholy. With Transla- 
tions of the Quotations. Demy 8to, doth extra, js. 6d. 
Melancholy Anatomised i An Abridgment of BURTON'S ANATOMY. Post 8to, half-bd., ». id, 

Caine (T. Hall), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. ; 

post 8to, illustrated boards, sx. each ; doth limp, ax. Cd. each. 
The Shadow of a Crime. I A Bon of Hatfar. | The Deemster. 

A Library Edition of The Deemster is now ready ; and one of The Bhadour of a Cii»ttt^ 

is in preparation, set in new type, crown 8vo, cloth decorated, 6s. each. 

Cameron (Commander V. Lovett).— The Cruise of the * Black 

Prince ' Privateer. Post 8vo, picture boards, ar. 

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. bds. 25. ea. 

Juliet's Ooardian. I Deceivers Bver. 

Carlyle (Jane Welsh), Life of. By Mrs. Alexander Ireland. With 

Portrait and Facsimile Letter. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d. 

Carlyle (Thomas).— On the Choice of Books. Post 8vo, cl.. 15. 6i« 

.Correspondence of Thomas Carlyle and R. W. Emersoni 188<-187a. Edited by 
C. E. NORTON. With Portraits. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 24*. 

Carruth (Hayden).— The Adventures of Jones. With 17 Illustra- 

tions. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, as. 

Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by. Long fcap. 8vo, 

cloth, as. 64. each. 

The King in Yellow. f In the Qnarter. 

Chapman's (George), Works. Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the 

Doubtful Ones.— VoL II., Poems and Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE. — ^VoL 
III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown 8vo. cloth, 6t, each. 

Chappie (J. Mitchell).— The Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima 

Donna. Crown 8v o, cloth, y. 6d. 

Chatto (W. A.) and J. Jackson.— A Treatise on Wood Engraving, 

Historical and Practical. With Chapter by H. G. BOHN, and 450 fine Illusts. Large 4to, half-leather, aB s. 

Chaucer for Children : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With 

8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Crown 4to, cloth extra, sx. 6d. 
Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. H, R. Haweis. Demy Svo, cloth limp, 2*. 6d. 

Chess, The l-aws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the Open- 
ings. By HOWARD STAUNTON. Edited by R. B. WORMALD. Crown Svo, cloth, 5J. 



The Minor Tactics of Chesa : A Treatise on the Deployment of the Forces in obedience to Stra- 

tccric Principle. By F. K. YOUNG and E. C. flOWELL. Long fcap. Svo, cloth, as. 6rf. 
The Hastings Chess Tournament Book (Aug.-Scpt.. 189s). Containing the Official Report of 



tcgic Principle. By F. K. YOUNG and E. C. flOWELL. Long fcap. 8vo, cloth, as. 6d. 

B Hastings Chess Tournament Book (Aug.-Scpt., 189s). Containing the Offic.-. ..., . 

the 231 Games played in the Tournament, with Notes by the layers, and Diagrams of Interestingr 
Positions; Portraits and Biographical Sketches of the Chess Masters; ana an Account of tho 
Congress and its surroundings. Crown Svo, cloth extra, qs. (tct. x»X* [SAarfty 
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Clare (Austin). —For the Love of a Lass. FoslBvo.aj. ; cl.. «.ai. 
CUve (Mrs. Archer), NoveU by. Post Svo, illust. boards, m. each. 

Punl iPMHIll. I Why P«Bl PtmII KIU«d hl» VU*. 

Cl0(M (Edward, F.R.A.S.) Myths and Dreams. Cr. 8vq. 31. &i. 

Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 



Coleridge (W. E.).— The Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. cloth, », 

Colliaa (C AlUton) The Bar Sinister. Post Svo. boards, aj. 

Collins (John Churton, M.A.), Boolu by. 



Collins (Mortimer and Frances), Novels b< 









•iriA 



Collins (Wllkle), Novels by. 

C<oinia*o,clHhN(tr«.3r-6iAeKhj pouVrOiini 

BtHtB^ «ntliiFroii»^lKBbTSIiICiIi>l<. 

■dl. niuit™«l&Sl>]0HNCl[.BHltT.B.A..aniSJ.M*HO™' 




Colman's (Qeor^) Humorous Works: 'Broad Grius,"My Night- 
Colquhoun (M. J.).~Every Inch a Soldier. Post fivo, boards, as, 
C olt- breaking. Hints on. By W. M. Hutchison. Cr. 8go. el., 31. 6d. 
Convalescent Cookery. By Cathekiw Rvam. Cr. Bvo, xt. : cl.. 11. 6d. 
Conway _(Moncure_p.), Works by. 



Cook (Dutton), Novels by. 



C ooper (Edward H.).— Oeoffory Hamilton. Cr. Bvo, cloth. 31. 6A 
Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West of England ; or, The 

DtoOl TTartldon^ and fiup«rs^Ti«i4 M Old Csm*aD. CoUKted by ROfiE&T HUITT. F.R.S. WO^ 

Cotes (V. Cecil! — ^Two Qlrls on a Bargel With 44 lUiutration* t^ 



I 
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Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by. 

The Prophet of the Great Smoky M oanti 
His Vanlehed Star. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. &/. 



The Prophet of the Great Smoky M oontalna. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, m. 



Crellin (H. N.) Books by. 

Somaaeea of the Old Seraglio. With ae Illustrations by S. L. Wood. Crown 8vo, doth, jf. CA 
Tales of the Caliph. Crown 8vo. cloth, at. 
The Naaarenea i A Drama. Crown 8vo, u. 

Crim (Matt.).— Adventures of a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, with a Frontispiece by DAN. Bhard. y. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 

Crockett (S. R.) and others. —Tales of Our Coast. By S. R. 

Crockett, Gilbert Parker. Harold Frederic, • Q.,' and W. Clark Russbix. With xa 
lUustrations by FRANK Brangwyn. Crown 8vo, doth, y. Zd, [5Aortfy. 

Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 

each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards ax. each ; doth limp, as. 6d. each. 
Pretty MUs Neville. I Diana Barrintfton. i A FamUy UkmaMa 

A Bird of Paauge. | Pro p er Pride. 1 'ToIiet.^ 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, y. 6d, each. 
Village Tales and Jangle Tragedies. 
Hr.Jerris. | The Real Lady Hilda. tShortfy^ 

Married or Single? Three Vols., crown 8vo. ly. net 

Crulkshank's Comic Almanack. Complete in Two Series: The 

First, from 1835 to 1843 ; the Second, from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of the Best Humour of 
Thackeray. Hood, Mayhew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett, Robert Brough, &c. With 
numerous Steel Engravinfirs and Woodcuts by GEORGE C&UIKSHANK, HXME, LandBLXS, &c 
Two Vols., crown 8vo. cloth fjilt. fs. 6d. each. 
The Life of George Crulkshank. By Blanchard Jerrold. With 84 lUustrations and a 
Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, &f. ____^___^ 

Cumming (C. F. Gordon), Works by. Demy 8vo, cl. ex., Ss. 6d. ea- 

In the Hebrides. With an Autotype Frontispiece and a-^ Illustrations. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian Plains. With 43 Illustrations. 

Two Happy Years in Ceyl on. With aS Illustrations. 

Via Comvrall to Egypt* With a Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, cloth, js. 64, 

Cussans (John E.).— A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions 

for Tracing Pedigrees and Dedphering Ancient MP" " '~ ■ — ^' -. » .. ...^ -. — 

and 2 Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo. doth extra, dr. 



for Tracing Pedigrees and Dedphering Ancient MSS., &c. Fourth Edition, revised, with 408 Woodcuts 

' ~ " 'Ha 

Cyples (W.).— Hearts of Gold. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d. ; post 8vo, bds. , zs. 
Daniel (George).- Merrle England in the Olden Time. With 

Illustrations by ROHHRT CruikshanK. Crown 8vo. doth extra, y.6d. 

Daudet (Alphonse).— The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, aj. 

Davenant (Francis, M.A.). — Hints for Parents on the Choice of 

a Profession for their Sons when Btarting in Life. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, u. 6d. 

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).— Mr. Sadler's Daughters. With a 

Frontispiece by STANLEY Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6rf. 

Davies (Dr. N. E. Yorke-), Works by. Cr. Svo, is. ea.; cl,, is, 6d, ea. 

One Thousand Medical Maxims and Surgical Hints. 

Nursery Hints : A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease. 

Foods for the Fat : A Treatis e on Corpulency, and a Dietar y for its Cure. 

JLidS to Long Life. Crown 8vo. as. ; cloth limp. 2s. 6d. 



Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited, 

with Introduction and Notes, by Rev. A. B. G rosart, P.P. Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth, izx. 

Dawson (Erasmus, M.B.).--The Fountain of Youth. Crown Svo. 

doth extra, with Two Illustrations by HUME NlSBRT, y. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. 

De Guerin (Maurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. S. Trbbutien. 

With a Memoir by SAlhfTE-BEUVE. Translated from the 20th French Edition by JESSIB P. Frqth- 
INGHAM. Fcap. Svo, half-bound, as. 6d. 

De Maistre (Xavier).— A Journey Round my Room. Translated 

by Sir HENRY ATTWRLL. Post Svo, cloth limp, as. 6d. 

De Mille (James).- A Castle in Spain. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 

a Frontispiece, y. 6d. ; post Svo. illustrated boards, as. 

Derby (The) : The Blue Ribbon of the Turf. With Brief Accounts 

of Tub Oaks. By Louis hbnry Curzon. Crown 8vo, dotb limp, w. «; 
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berwent (Leith), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d, ea. ; post 8vo, 2s. ea. 

~ Onr I«ady of Tears. ( Circe's Lovera. 

Dewar (T. R.).— A Ramble Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra. 

tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fs.6d. ^ 



Dickens (Charles), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Sketchee by Boz. | Ntoholas Nickleby. I Oliver Twist. 

JlbOQt England larlth Dlokens. By Alfred Rimmer. With 57 Illustrations by C. A. VANOEa> 
HOOF. Alfred Rimmer, and others. Square 8vo, cloth extra, js. td. 

Dictionaries. 

A Dictionary of Miracles x Imitative, ReaUstic, and Dogmatic. By the Rev. E. C. BrewbA, 

LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, yj. 6d. 
The Reader's Handbook of Allusions, References, Plots, and Stories. By the Rey. 

E. C. Brewer, LL.D. With an ENGLISH Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7J. 6d, 
Authors and their Works, ivith the Dates. Crown 8vo, cloth liiup, 2j-. 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. With Historical and Explanatory Notes by Samuei, 

A. Bent, A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, m. 6rf. 
The Slang Dictionary : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 6d. 
Words, Facts, and Phrases : A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. By 

ELIEZER Edwards. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ^s. 6rf. 

Dlderot.--The Paradox of Acting. Translated, with Notes, by 

' WALTER HERRIBS POLLOCK. With Preface by Sir HENRY IRVING. Crown Svo. parchment, 4X. 6d , 

Dobson (Austin), Works by. 

Thomas Bevrlck and his Pupils, with 95 Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth, ts. 
Four Frenoh'women. With Four Portraits. Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, fa. 
Blghteenth Century, Vignettes. Two Series. Crown Svo, buckram, 6f. each.— A THIRD 
SERIES is in preparation. 

Dobson (W. T.).— Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Post 

Svo, cloth hmp, 2f . 6a, ______________«^______^ 

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, sx. each ; cloth limp, ax. 6d. each. 



The Han-Hnntor. | Wanted. 

Caught at Xiast. 

Tracked and Taken. 

Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan T 

Suspicion Aroused. 



A Detective's Triumph!. 

In the Grip of the JLaw. 

From Information Received. 

Liink by Link. | Dark Deeds. 

The JLong Arm of the I<aw. [Shorty, 



Crown Svo, cloth extra, jr. &/. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each ; doth, u. 6d, each. 

The Man from Manchester. With 23 Illustrations. 

Tracked to Doom. With Six full-page Illustrations by GORDON BROWKB. 

The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. jShortfy, 

Doyle (A. Conan).—The Firm of Qlrdlestone. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d, 
Dramatists, The Old. Crown 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 6$. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, and a Biographical Memoir tnr 

William Gifford. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 
Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 

Translations, with an Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE ; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 
Marlowe's Works. Edited, with Notes, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One VoL 
Massinger's Plays. From Gifford's Text. Edited by Colonel Cunningham. One VoL 

Duncan (Sara Jeannette : Mrs. Everard Cotbs), Works by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, js. 6d. each. 

A Boelal Departure. With m Illustrations by F. H. Townsend. 

An American Girl in I«ondon. With So Illustrations by F. H. Townsend. 

The Simple Adventures of a Memsahlb. with 37 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSBND. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. 
A Daughfg of To-Day. | Vernon's Aunt. With 47 Illustrations by Hal Hurs t. 

Dyer (T. F. Thiselton).— The Folk- Lore of Plants. Cr. 8vo, cl., 67. 
Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, 

Dy Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown Svo, cloth boards, 6s, per Volume. 
Fletcher's (Giles) Complete Poems. One Vol. 
Davles* <8ir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols. 
Herrlck's (Robert) Complete Collected Poems. Three Vols. 
Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works. Three Vols. 

Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyrus: A Holiday in Brazil 

an d on the River Plate. With 41 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 

Edison, The Life and Inventions of Thomas A. By W. K. L. and 

ANTONIA Dickson, with aoo illustrations by R. F. OUTCALT, &c. Demy 410, cloth jilt, x8f. 
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Edwardes (Mrs. Annie) , Novels by. 

Post 8ro, flhistrated boards, «x. each. 
AFOlil« LoylL I A Point of HoBonr. 

Edwards (Eliezer).— Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictieoarjf 

of Curious, Qudnt, and Out-of-the- Way Matters. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7Jt 6rf. .^ 

Edwards (M. Betham-), Novels by. 

Hltty. Post 8yo, boards, ar. ; cloth, aj. 6d. | Fellela. ' Post Bvo. fllurtrated bonTdg, arc . • _ 

Egerton (Rev. J. C, M.A.). — Sussex Folk and Sussex Wiy& 

With Introduction by Rer. Dr. II. WACG, and Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, sr- 

Eggieston (Edward). — Roxy: A Novel. Post 8 vo. illust. boards, 2i, 
Englishman's House, The: A Practical Guide for Selecting or Build- 

ing a House. By C. J. Richardson. Coloured Frontis pie ce and 534 Illusts. Or. 8vo. ck>t|i, -js. 6d. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), Works by. 

Tbo Iiln and Timaa of Prlneo Charlea Staart, Count of Albany (Thb Young FitBTl» 

DBR). With a Portrait. Crown 8vo, doth extra, yx. M. 
atflgl— fWwn iho gt«f Papew. With Autotype Frontispieoe. Crown 8to, cloth, 6r. 

Eyes, Our : How to Preserve Them. By John Browning. Cr. 8vo, u. 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. By Samuel Arthur Bbnt, 

A.M. Fifth Edition, Revise.d and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7J. 6rf. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 45. 6d, oach. 

Tb« Chemical Hlatory of a Candle x Lectures deHvered before a Jurenilo Audience Ediiad 

by William CROOKES, F.CS. With numerous Illustrations. 
Ob the Varloaa Forces of Nature, and their Relattons to each oitaevb Edited ly 

William CROOKES, F.CS. With illustrations. 

Farrer (J. Anson), Works by. 

M illtanr Manners and Cuetome. Oown 8to, doth extra, fix. 

War } Three Essays, reprinted from ' Military Manners and Customs.' Crown 8to, is, ; doth, xa ML 

Fenn (Q. Manville), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3r. 6tl. each ; post Sro, illustrated boards, sx. each. 
The Mew HlatNM. | Wltnee e to the Deed. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, 3^. 6d. each. 
The Tlferlillyt A Tale of Two Passions. | The White Virgin. 

Fin- Bee. — ^The Cupboard Papers : Observations on the Art of Living 

and Dining. Post 8yo, doth limp, as. 6d. 

Fireworks, The Complete Art of Making ; or, The Pyrotechniat's 

Treasury. By THOMAS KENTISH. With 967 Illnstrations. Crown 8vo, doth, y. 

First Book, My. By Walter Besant, James Payn, W. Clark Rus- 
sell, Grant Allen. Hall Caine, George r. Sims, Ruoyard Kipling, A. Conan Dovlb. 
M. E. Braddon, f. W. Robinson, H. Rider Haggard, r. m. Ballantyne, I. Zangwill, 
Morley Roberts, D. Christie Murray, Mary Corelli, J. K. Jerome, John STSuman 
WiNi-ER. Bret Harte, * o.,' Robert Buchanan, and R. L. Stevenson. With a Prefatoty Stoiy 
by Jerome K. Jerome, ana X85 Illustrations. Small demy 8vo, doth extra, 7X. 6d, 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by. 

The World Behind the Bcenee. Crown 8vo. doth extra, jr. 6d. 
Itlttle Bsaaya x Passages from the Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 8vo, doth, at. 6A 
A Day's Tour t A Journev through France and Belgium. With Sketches. Crown 4tD, za 
\ Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 3^. 6d, ; post Svo, illustrated boards, sx. 



I 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, us. each. 

Bella Donnat | The Lady of Brantome. I The Second Mrs. TlUotMni. 
Polly. I Mover Forgotten. | Seventy-five Brooke BtlNMt. 

The Life of James Boswell (of Auchinleck). With Illusts. Two Vols., demy 8to, doth, 94#. 

The Savoy Opera* With 60 Illustrations and Portraits. Crown Svo, doth, yt. 6a. 

81r Henry Irving t Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With Portrait. Crown ftro, ix. ; doth. t ^W 

Flammarion (Camille), Works by. 

Popular Astronomy t A General Description of the Heavens. Translated bgr J. ELLAltO Cobb, 
F.R. A.S. With Three Plates and a83 Illustrations. Medium Svo, doth, x6r. ^^ 

Urania t A Romance. With S7 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra, y. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 

Ilciven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor Poems. With Notes br 
Rav. A. B. GROSART, P.p. Crown Svo. cloth boards. 6j. ' 

Fonblanque (Albany).— Filthy Lucre. Post Svo, illust. boards, sti; 
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Praiiciltoii (R. B.)f Novels by. 

Cr6wn 870, dbth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8to, illustrated boards, 9t. each. 

Oattby^Btt* I ARealQaean. I King op Knav*. 

Ropes of Band. Illustrated. I A Dog and Ma Shadow* 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
QnMa Ooi^etaa. I Olympia. I Romanoes of th« I*w« 

Jaek Doyle's Dai^htev. Crown 8vo. doth, 3r. 6d, 

■sthOP'S Glove* Fca p. 8vo, picture cover, u . 

Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 25. each. 

■eth's ggotheg's Wife. | The Lawton Olrl. 

French Literature, A History of. By Henry Van Laun. Three 

Vote., demy 8vo, doth boards, 7f. Srf. each. 

Friswell (tlaln).-~One of Tw o : A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2^. 
Frost (Thomas), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6i. each. 

Clvens Itlfe and ClMnts Celebrities. i Uvea of the Coivtnven. 

The Old Showmen and the Old London Fairs. 

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Qulde to the London Charities. Edited 

Of JOHW Lanh. PublisheaAnnually. Crown 8vo, doth, u. 6d. 

Qardenlng^Boolcs. Post Svo, is. each ; cloth limp, is, 6d, each. ' 

S Tear's work in Garden and Greenhouse. By George Glenny. 
onsehold Rortioolture. By Tom and Jane Jerrou). Illustrated. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. By tom jerrold. 

: My Garden Wild. By Francis G. HsAt h. Crown Svo, doth extra, 6s. 

Gardner (Mrs. Alan).— Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots : Being 

the Narrative of. a Winter's Travel and Sport in Northern India. With numerous lUustrations by tba 
Author and F. H. TOWNSEND. Demy 4to, half 'bound, ais. • ■ 

Garrett (Edward).— The Capel Girls: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, with two Illustrations, y. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 

Gaulot (Paul).— The Red Shirts: A Story of the Revolution. Trans- 

fated by JOHW DB VILLIERS. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown Svo, doth, y. 6rf. 

Gentleman's Magazine, The. is. Monthly. Contains Stories, 

Articles upon Literature, Science. Biography, and Art, and * Table Talk * by SVLVANUS URBAN. 
♦»♦ Boutta yolumes/or recent years kept in stock, &f. 6d. each. Cases for hittdittg, as. 

Gentleman's Annual, The. Published Annually in November, is. 
German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 

Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. With Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN, and aa Steel Plates after 
GEORGE CRUIKSHANIC Square Svo, cloth, &f . 6<<: ; gilt edfees, js. 6d. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, y. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
Robin Gray. Frontispiece. | The Golden- Shaft. Fr ontispiece, i IiO¥lng a Dreaaia 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each. 



The Flover of the Forest. 

The Dead Heart. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What WIU the World Say? 

For the King. | A Hard Knot. 

Queen of the Meadow. 

In Pastures Green. 



In Love and War. 

A Heart's Problem. 

Ry Mead and Stream. 

The Rraes of Yarrow. 

Fanoy Free. | Of High Degree. 

In Honour Round. 

Heart's Delight. | Rlood-Mone y. 



Oibhey (Somervllle).— Sentenced ! Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Series, 2s, 6d. each. 

The First Series contains : The Wicked World— Pygmalion and Galatea— Charity— The Princess— 

The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury, 
The Second Series : Broken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— Gretchen—Danl Druce— Tom Cobb 

— H.M.S. ♦ Pinafore'— The Sorcerer— The Pirates of Penzance. 
The THiRD SERIES: Comedy and Tragedy— Foggerty's Fairy— Roscncranta and Guildenstem— 

Patience^Priiices^ Ida— The Milcado^Ruddigore- The Yeomen of the Guard— The Gondoliers— 

The Mountebanks— Utopia. . . 

Right Original Gomlo Operas written by W. S. Gilbert. Contaimng; The Sorceier— H.M.S. 
• Pinafore '—The Pirates of Penzance— Idanthe— Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Tttal hv 
• Jury. Demy Svo, cloth limp, as. 6rf. 
The Gilbert and SuUlvan Birthday Rook: Quotations for Every Day in the Year, selected 

■ o«l!*,WAJ^X™-J?i«?if.y ^^J° ^"^"^ ^ ^^ ^ §Vfe^lVAW. gowpUed.by AWRX, WAT5QW. 
Hpy^l ;§mo, japs^q^sc leatlj^r, 2f , ^ t t , 
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Qilbert (William), Novels by. PostSvo, illustrated bds,. jis, each. , 

Dr. AnstiB*s On««ts. — ---- — 

The Wlsard of the Moantaln. 



Dr. AngftiB's OuMts. _ , I James Duke* Coetennongev* 



Qlanville (Ernest), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, Illustrated boards, sf . each. 

The Loot Heiress : A Tale of Love. Battle, and Adventure. With Two Illustrations by H. JUtSBBt, 
The Fossleker : A Romance of Moshonaland. With Two Illustrations by UUMB NiSBBT. 
A Fair Colonist. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. 

The Golden Rook. With a Frontis. by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo. doth extra, y. 6d. 

Qlenny (Qeorge).— A Year's Worlc in Garden and Qreenhouse: 

Practical Advice as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post 8to, ij. ; cL Ip., ts.6i, 

Oodwin (William).— Lives of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl.. 2f . 
Golden Treasury of Thought, The: An Encyclopaedia of Quota- 

TIONS. Edited by THEODORE TAYLOR. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, js. 60. 

Qontaut, Memoirs of the Duchesse de (Gouvernante to the Chil- 

dren of France). 1773- 1836. With Two Photogravures. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, ayj. 

Goodman (E. J.).— The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, y. 6d. 
Graham (Leonard).— The Professor's Wife: A Story. Fcp. 8vo. is. 
Greelcs and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique 

Monuments. By ERNST GUHL and W. KONER. Edited by Dr. F. HUEFFER. Witlv545 Uustra* 
tions. Large crown 8vo, cloth e xt ra. 7s. 6d. 

Greenwood (James), Worlcs by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

The Wilds of liondon. I Low-Life Deeps. 

Grevllle (Henry), Novels by. 

Nlkanop. Translated by ELIZA E. CHASE. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 9S. 
A Nohle Woman. Crown Svo, cloth extra, $s. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, sf. 

Griffith (Cecil) .-Corlnthla Marazlon : A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, y. 6a. ; "'post Svo, Illustrated boards, ax. - 

Grundy (Sydney).— The Days of his Vanity: A Passage in the 

Life of a Young Man. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated board s , gf . 

tiabberton (John, Author of ' Helen's Babies '), Novels by. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, ar. each ; cloth limp, ar. 6d. each. 
Brueton's Bayou. | Country Luck. ' 

Hair, The : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 

lated from the German of Dr. J. PiNCUS. Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, if. §d. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 65. each. 

Mew Symbols. | Legends of the Morrow. | The Serpent Play. 
^_. Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, Ss. 

Hall (Owen).— The Tracic of a Storm. Crown Svo, cloth, 65. 
Hall (Mrs. S. €.).— Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 

Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MaCLISE, GILBERT, HARVEY, and GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. 
Sm all demy Svo, cloth extra, ys. bd. 

Halliday (Andrew).— Every "day Papers. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles and 

Explanatory Text. By DON FELIX DE SALAMANCA. Post Svo, cloth limp, aj. 6rf. 

Hanky-Panky: Easy and DifiQcult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 

Hand, &c Edited by W. H. C'remer. With goo Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 4J. td. 

Hardy (Lady Duffus).— Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. Post Svo, bds., 25 . 
Hardy (Thomas).— Under the Greenwood Tree. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, with Portrait ana 15 I llustrations, y. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ar. cloth limp, aj. 6d. 

Harper (Charles Q.), Works by. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 165. each. 

The Brighton Road. With Photogravure ^ontispiece and 90 Illustrations. 

From Paddington to Penzance ; The Record of a Summer Tramp. With 105 Illustrations. 

Harwood (J, Berwick),— The Tenth Earl, Post 3vp, bQard§. m. 
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harte'8 (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author. LIBRARY 

EDITION, in Bight Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6s. each. 
Vol. I. COMPLETE POETICAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS. With Steel-pl.ite Portrait. 
„ II. THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP— BOHEMIAN PAPERS— AMERICAN LEGENDS. 

„ in. Tales OF the Argonauts— Eastern sketches. 

„ IV. Gabriel Conroy. | Vol. V. Stories— Condensed Novels, &c. 

„ VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope. 

VII. Tales of the Pacific Slope— II. With Portrdt by John Pettie, R.A. 
„ VIII. Tales of the Pine and the cypress. 

The B«lMSt Wopks of Bret Harte, in Prose and Poetry. With Introductory Essay by J. M. 

BELLEW, Portrait of the Author, and 50 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7^. 6d. 
Bret Harte's Poetical Works. Printed on hand-made paper. Crown 8vo. buckram, 4s. 6d. 
Tbe Queen of the Pirate leie. With 38 Original Drawmgs by Kate Creenaway, rqwodaced 

in Colours by EDMUND Evans. Small 4to, doth, 5^. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, ^r. (td. each ; post 8to, picture boards, ar. each. 
A Waif of the Plains. With 60 lUustradons by Stanley L. wood. 
A WaM of the Golden Gate. With 59 Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each. 
A BapphO of Green fllprlngs* &c. With Two Illustrations by HUME NiSBBT. i . 

Coloncil Starbottle's Client, and Some Other People. With a Frontispiece. ^ 

Busy s A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. CHRISTIE. 
Bally Dows. &c. With 47 Illustrations by W. D. ALMOND and others. 
A Protetfee of Jack Hamlin's. With 26 Illustrations by w. Small and others. 

She Bell-Rlnger of Angel's. &c. With 39 Illustrations by Dudley Hardy and others. 
larenoe S A Story of the American War. With Eight Illustrations by A. JULB GOODMAN. 

Post 8to, illustrated boards, as. each. 

Gabriel Conroy. I The Luck of Roaring Cmmpt te. 

An Heiress of Red Dog, fire | Callforn lan Stories. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each ; cloth, ax. 6d. each. 
nip. I Marnja. j A Phyllla of th« Bltmtf. 

Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, zx. each. 
Bnov-Bonnd at Eagle's. | Jeff Brlggs's Iiovs Story. 

-- II — ■ • ■ ■ ■ ^ - - - ^ ^ , H^l^ 

Haweis (Mrs. If. R.), Works by. 

The Art of Beauty. With Coloured Frontispiece and 91 Illustrations. Square 8to, doth bds., €s. 

The Art of Decoration. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations. Sq. Svo, doth bds., 64; 

The Art of Dress. With 3a Illustrations. Post Svo, xx. ; cloth, ix. 6d. 

Chaucer for Schools. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2x. 6ii. 

Chaucer for Children. With 38 Illustrations (8 Coloured). C r own 4to, cloth ertra, jr. 6d. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R., M. A.). —American Humorists: Washington 

IRVING, OLIVER WENDELL HOLMKS. JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL, ARTBMUS WAKD, MAJUC 
TWAIN, and BRET HARTE. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6t. 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each post 8vo, illustrated boards, af. eadi. 
Garth. I BlUoe Quentln. I Beatrix Randolph. With Fonr Ilhtsia 

Bebastlan Btrome. I David Poindezter's Plsapnearantti 

Vortune's Vool. { Dost. F our iHusts. | The Spe ctre of the Ouasnu 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 

■iss Cadogna. | Love— o r a Hams. 

_ Mrs. Oalnsborongh's Diamonds. I'cap. 8vo. illustrated cover, ix. 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel).— Our Old Home. ADnotated with Pas- 

sages from the Author's Note-books, and Illustrated with 31 Photog^'avures. Two Vols., or. Svo, ly. 

Heath (Francis Qeorge).— My Garden Wild, and What 1 Grew 

T here. Crown Svo, cloth extra , gilt edges, ox. ___^ 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. td, each. 

Animals and their Masters. | Social Pressure. 

iTan de Blron t A NoveL Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3X. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ax. 

Henderson (Isaac). — Agatha Page: A Novel. Cr. Svo. cl., 3?. 6rf. 
Henty (0. A.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 64. each. 

Rojub the Juggler. With Eight Illustrations by STANLEY L. Wood. 
Dorothy's Doable. 

Herman (Henry).— A Leading Lady. Post 8 vo. bds., 25. ; cl.,25.6rf. 
Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides, Noble Numbers, and Complete 

Collected Poems. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the Kev. A. B. GroSART* D.D., 
Steel Portrait, &c. Three Vols., crown Svo, doth boards, z8f. 
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Hertzkft (Dr. Theodor).-~FreeIand: A Social Anticipation. 

latad by ARTHUR RANSOM. Crown 8vo, ckKh octra, 6r. 

Hesse- Wartegg (Chevalier Ernst von).— Tunis: The I^and and 

the People. With aa lUustradons. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^r. 6el. 

Hill (Headon). — Zambra the Detective. Post 8vo, bds. , zs, ; cl., 25. 6d, 
Hill (John), Works by. 

Tv«aaoB-F«loay. Post 8vo. boards, ax. | The Commoii JLnMStov. Cr.8vo.cI0cb.3r.6A 

Hindley (Charles), Works by. 

Tavam AiiMidotes and Baying* 1 Indu^nsr RemhUscences connected iHth Cofia* Hoom^ 

Cubs, &c With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doth extra, y. 6d. 
The Llf and Adyntng— of a Chaap Jaok. Crown 8to. doth extra, y. 60. 

Hodges (Sydney).— When Leaves were Oreen. 3 vols.,i5s. net. xskii>rt^. 
Hoey (Mrs. Cashel).— The Lover's Creed. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 

Hollingshead (John) .—Niagara Spray. Crown 8vo, is. 

Holmes (Gordon, M.D.)— The Science of Voice Production and 

Yoloe Preaerratlon. Crown 8vo, xx. ; doth, is. td. 

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 

TheAutoeratofUieBpeakfasi-Table. Illustrated bjr J. Gordon Thomson. Post 8vo. dota 

limp, 2X. 6i^— Another Edition, post 8to. doth, ax. 
The Antoerat of the Breakfaat-Table and The PvoteMov at the Bveakfaat-TaUa. 

In One VoL Post 8to, half-bound, ax. 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of 

the Author, Portrait, and aoo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, "js. 6d. 
Hood'e Whlme and Oddtttee. with 85 illustrations. Post 8vo, half-bound, ax. 

Hood (Tom).— From Nowhere to the North Pole: A Noah's 

Arkaeological Narrative. With as Illustrations by W. Bruwto n and E. C. B ARNgS. Ct, 8»o, doth, fli; 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works; including his Ludi- 

crous Adve ntu re s , Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimile*, and 
Illustrations. Crown Sro, cloth extra, yx. 6d. 

Hooper (Mrs. Geo.).— The House of Raby. Post Svo, boards, 25. 
H opkins (Tighe).— *'Twixt Love and Duty.' Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 
Home (R. Hengist). — Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph 

Portrait by SUMMERS. Tenth Edition. Crown Svo, doth extra, 7X. 

Hungerford (Mrs., Author of ' Molly Bawn '), Novels by. 

Post Svo, iUustrated boards, ax. each ; doth limp, ax. 6d. each. 

A Maiden All Forlorn. I In Duranoe Vile. 
Marvel. I A Modem Clroe. 



A Mental Btrattla. 



Crown Svo, doth extra, 3X. 6d. each. 
The Red-RooM Mystery. | The Three Oraci. WIdi6Illasta jSMtH^ 

Lady Vemer*e Flltfht. Crown Svo, cloth, 3r. 6d. ; post Svo, Olastrated boards, ac 

The Frofeeeor'p Experiment. Three yoUy, crown 8vo, ly. net. 

Hunt's (Leigh) Essays : A Tale for a Chimney Comer, &c. Edited 

by Edmund OLLIER. Post Svo. half-bound, ax. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, jx. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
The Leaden Casket. I Self- Condemned. | That Other Person. 

Tho mloroft*S ModeL Post Svo. boards, ax. | Mrs. Juliet. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3X. 6d. 

Hutchison (W.M.).— Hints on Colt-breaking. With 25 Illustra. 

tions. Crown Svo, doth extra, 3X. 6rf. 

Hydrophobia : An Account of M. Pasteur's System ; The Technique of 

his M ethod, and Statis t ics. By RENAUD SUZOR, M.S. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6x. - 

Hyne (C. J. Cutcliffe).— Honour of Thieves. Cr. Svo, cloth. 35. '6d. 
Idler (The) : An Illustrated Magazine. Edited by J. K Jerome. 6rf. 

If ontl^y. The First SEVEN Vols, are now ready, doth extra, sx. each ; Cases for Binding, ix. firil e^ch. 



CHATTO & WINDUS. PUBUSHfif^S, PICCADILL Y. IS 

Impressions (The) of Aureole^* Crown 8vo, printed on blush-rose 

paper and handsomdy boand, 6j. 

Indoor Paupers. By One o f Them. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d, 
Ingelow (Jean). — Fated to be Free, Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 25. 
Innkeeper's Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler's Manual. 

By J. TRKVOR-Davies. Crown Svq, u. ; cloth, u. 6rf. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A. 

Perceval Graves. Post 8vo, cloth limp, gj. 6</. 

Irving (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum. 

By Percy Fitzgerald. With Portrait Crown 8vo. ts. ; cloth, u. 6d. 

James (C. T. C.). — A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. Post 

8yo. picture cover, u. ; doth Mmp. xs.6d. 

Jameson (William). — My Dead Self, Post Svo, bds.. 25. ; cl., «. 6d. 
Japp (Alex. H., LL.D.).— -Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5s. 
Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards; 25. each. 

The DmIc Colleen. | The Queen of Connautfht.' . i ■ 



Jefferies (Richard), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Nature near London. | The Life of the Fields. | The Open Air. 

*«* Also the HAND-MADE PAPER EDITION, CTOwn Svo. buckram, gilt top, dr. each. 

The Bnlotfy of Richard Jefferies. By Sir Walter Besant. '^ith a Photogfraph Portrait. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra. 6s, 



Jennings (Henry J.), Works by. 

Curiowies of Crluolsm* Post Svo. cloth lunp, ar. 6d. 

Lord Tennyson : A Biographical Sketch. With Portrait Post Svo, xs. ; cloth, ts. 6d, 



Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by. 

Btatfeland. With 64 Illustrations by J. BERNAR 

John Intferfleld, &c. With 9 Illusts. by A. S. Boyd and John Gvufdn.' Fc'ap. Svo, pic. c'ov. is. 6d. 



Btatfeland. With 64 Illustrations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Fcap. 4to, picture cover, is. 
John Intferfleld, &c. With 9 Illusts. by A. S. Boyd and John Gultch. Fcap. 8vo, pic. cov. i 
The Pruoe's Progress t A Comedy by J. K. Jerome and Eden phillpotts. Cr. Svo. xs. 6d. 

Jerrold (Douglas).— The Barber's Chair; and The Hedgehog 

Letters. Post Svo. printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post 8vo, is. ea. ; cloth limp, 15. 6d, ea. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

Household Hortioulture t A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated. 

Jesse (Edward).— Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 

Post Svo. cloth limp, ar. 

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d. ea. 

Finjer-Rintf Lore 1 Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300 Illustrations. Second 

Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 
Credulities, Past and Presentt Including the Sea and Seamen. Miners, Talismans, Word and 

Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. With Frontispiece. 
Crovns and Coronations t A History of Regalia. With 100 Illustrations. 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 

a Biographical Memcdr by William GIFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 
crown Svo. cloth extra. 6s. each. 

J osephus. The Complete Works of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining * The Antiquities of the Tews' and 'The Wars of the Jews.' With 52 Illustrations and Maps. 
Two Vols., demy Svo, half-boung, 12s. 6d. 

Kempt (Robert).— Pencil and Palette: Chapters on Art and Artists. 

Post Svo, cloth limp, aj. 6rf. 

Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humorous 

Sketches. Post Svo, illustrate d boards, sj. ; cloth, zs. 6d. 

Keyset (Arthur).— Cut by the Mess. Crown Svo. is. ; cloth. 15. 6d. 
King (R. Ashe), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. ea.; post 8vo, bds., 25. ea. 

, A Drawn Game. I * The Wearing of the Green.* 

Post Svo. illustrated boards, %r. each. 

Passion's Blave. 1 BelJ Barry. 
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Mallock (W. H.), Works by. 

Th« Ne V Rttpablic Tost Svo, picture cofer. at. : doth Ump, 9t,6d. 

The Ntt-nr Paul ft Vlrtfinta : Positivism on an Island. Post 8tro. cloth, as. 6a, 

A Romanoa of the Nlnetaenth Centiupy. Crown Svo, doth 6r. ; post Svo, Qluat. boafdi. aa 

Poems* Small 4to. parchment. &r. 

IB Life Worth Uvlng? Crowq 8to, doth extra, 6s. 

Mark Twain, Books by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. each. 

The Choice Works of Mark Tivain. RoTised and Corrected thnmchout by the Author. With 

Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations. 
Rdntfhing It i and The Innocents at Rome. With soo Illustrations by F. A. Frasbr. 
Mark Twain's Iiihrary of Hnmonr. With 197 Illustrations. 

#Crown 8vo, cloth exfra (iUnstrated), 7s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, Dhistrafted boards, ax. each. 
The uu&ooents Abroad ; or. The New Pileriqi s Proupress. With 334 lUustrations. (The Two SUI* 

linf Edition is entitled Mark Twain*s Pleasure TripO 
The Gilded Age. Bv Mark Twain and C. D. Warner. With 2x3 lUustratuna 
The Adventures of Tom Bamryer. With zxx Illustxations. ' 
A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustrations. 
The Prince and the Pauper. With 190 IIIustratioDS. 
lilfa cm the Mississippi. With 300 Illustrations. 

The Adventures of liuckleberry Finn. With 174 IHustrationc by E. W. Krublh. 
A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur. With sao Illustrations by Dan BBAIUX 

Crown Svo, doth extra, ^r. 6d, each. 

The Amerlean Claimant. With Sz Illustrations by Hal Hurst and others. 

Tom Savryer Abroad, with 26 Illustrations by Dak. Bbaru. 

Pndd'nhead Wilson. With Portrait and Six Illlustrations by LOUIS LOEB. 

Tom Bavryer, Detective* &c. With numerous Illustrations. [SAtfrtfjh 

The £1,000,000 Bank-Note. Crown Svo, cloth, jr. 6d. ; post Svo, picture boards sf. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
The Stolen White Elephant. | Mark Twain's Sketches. 

Marks (H. S., R.A.), Pen and Pencil Sketches by. With Four 

Photofifravures and zaS Illustrations. Two Vols, demy Svo, doth, 3ar. 

Marlowe's Works. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes 

and Introductions, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Crown Svo, doth extra, 6s. 

Marryat (Florence), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 25. each. 

A Hiunrest of Wild Oats. I Fighting the Air. 

Open t Sesame t I Written in Fire. 



Masslnsfer's Plays 

by CoL CUNNINGHAM. Cl 



• From the Text of William Gifford. Edited 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Masterman (J.).— Half -a- Dozen Daughters. Post Svo, boards, 2s. 

Matthews (Brander).— A Secret of the Sea, &c. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, as. ; cloth limp, as. 6d. 

Mayhew (Henry).— London Characters, and the Humorous Side 

of London Life. With numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d. 

Meade (L. T.), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

A Soldier of Foptuno. I In an Iron Grip. 

The Voice of the Charmer. Thrco Vols., res. not. 



Merrick (Leonard).— The Man who was Good. Post 8vo, illus- 

trated hoanls, 2J^ 

Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 

A. E. SWEHT and J. AR3.10Y Knox With zOs Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 

Touch and Go. I Mr. DorllUon. 



Miller (Mrs. F. Fenwick).— Physiology for the Young; or, The 

House of Life, With numerous lUustrations. Post Svo, cloth limp, as. 6ii. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by. Post Svo, 15. each; cloth, is. 6d, each. 

The Hygiene of the Skin. With Directions for Diet, Soaps, Baths, Wines, &c. 

The Bath in Diseases of the Skin. 

The Laws of Life, and their Relation to Diseases of the Skin. 

Minto (Wm.).— Was She Qood or 3ad? Cr. 3vo, is.j cloth, u. Qd. 
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^ Mltford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. 

^ ni« OUB-Runner : A Rot&ance of Zululand. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WOOD, 
u *>>• I«aok of Gerard Bldgeley. With a Frontispiece by. Stanley L. Wood. 
^ ■ TlM Klag*s A«Mgai» wSh Six fujl-page lUustrations by STANLEY L. Wood. 
Henohaw Fannlng's Quest. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood. 

- • ■ • - ■ ... 1 ■ ■■ ^ 

— Molesworth (Mrs.), Novels by. 

. ) Hatherooort Rectory*- Post 8«o. ilUistrated boards, as, 
_j That Olrl to Black. Crown 8yo, cloth, is. 6d. 

ni Moincrlelf (W. D. Scott-).— The Abdication: An Historical Djrama. 

With Seven EtchinjfS by JOHN P8TTIE, W. Q. ORCHARDSON, J. MaCWHIRTBR, COLIN HUNTEK, 
R. MACBETH and TOM GRAHAM. Imperial 4to, buckram, aw. ^ 

■ Moore (Thomas), Works by. 

. The Epicureaii ; and JUciphron. rost 8vo, half-bound, sf . .. . ^ 

* Fmmm and Verse; Including Suppressed Passages from the Memoirs GP Lord BYRON. Edited 

by R. H. Shepherd. Wim Portrait Crown 8vo. cloth extra, ^s. 6d. 

Muddock (J. E.) Stories by. 

■ stories Weird and Wonderfal. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, » . ; cloth, ar. M. 

, The Dead Man's Beoret. Frontispiece by F. Barnard. Cr. 8vo, cloth, sr. ; post 8to, boards, ar. 

From the Bosom of the Deep. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zr. 

Maid Marian and Bobto Hood. With za Illusts. by Stanley Wood. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. 3r. 6<L 
. Basils the Jester. Crown 8vo, cloth, y.td. -. [Shortly, 

Murray (D. Christie), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jr. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ar. each. 



Jl Itlfs's Atonement. 
Joseph's Coat, za Illusts. 
Coals of JPlre* 3 Ulusts. 
Val Strange. 



The Way of the World. 
A Model Father. 
Old Blaser's Hero. 
Cynic Fortune. Frontisp. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 



A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Bob Martto's Little GlrL 
Time's Revenges. 
A Wasted Crime. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3X. 6d, each. 
In Direst Peril. | Mount Despair, &c. Frontispiece by Grenville Manton. 

The Making of a Hovellst t An Experiment in Autobiosrraphy. With a Collotype Portrait and 
Vignette. Crown 8to, art linen, 6j. _^____ 

Murray (D. Christie) and Henry Herman, Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6A each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 

One Traveller Returns. I The Bishops' Bible. 

Paul Jones's Alias, &c. With Illustrations by A. Forestier and G. NiCOLBT. 

■ - _- ■,.,,■■-■ ■■■■!■■ — ^^^i^^^i^^^^^— ^1 JU» 

Murray (Henry), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ar. each ; cloth, ar . 6d. each. 
A Oame of Bluff. | A Bong of Sixpence. 

Newbolt (Henry).— Taken from the Enemy. Fop. 8vo, cloth, is, 6d, 
Nisbet (Hume), Books by. 

« Ball Up.* Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3X. 6d, : post 8vo, illustrated boards, af. 
Dr. Bernard St. Ylncent. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. 

Itessons In Art. ynth at Illustrations. Crown 8ro, cloth extra, ax. 6d. 

Where Art Begins. With 37 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7X. 6d. 

Norris (W. E.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 

Satot Ann's. | Billy Bellow. With Frontispiece. IShortly, 

C^Hanlon (Alice), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

The Unforeseen. | Chance 7 or Fate ? 

Ouida, Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6i, ea.; post 8vo,illust. bds., zs. ea. 



Held to Bondage* 

Trlcotrto. 

Btrathmore. 

Chandos. 

Cecil Castlematoe's Gage 

Under Two Flags. 

Puck. \ IdiUla. 



Folle-Farine. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

FascareL | Slgna. 

Two Wooden Shoes* 

In a Wtoter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 



Moths. I Plplstrello. 
A Village Commune. 
In Maremma. J Wanda. 
Blmbl. I Bvrlto. 
Frescoes. I Othmar. 
Princess Naprasrtoe. 
GuUderoy. | Raffino. 



Square 870, cloth extra, sx. each. 
Blmbl. With Nine Illustratiotls by EDMUND H. Garrktt. 
A Dog of Flanders, &c. With Six Illustrations by Edmund H. Garrett. 

Banta Barbara, &c. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s. ; crown 8vo, cloth, %s. M. ; post 8vo, Illustrated boards, at, 
T1VO Offenders. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6x. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected from the Works of OUIDA by F, SYDNBY MOHfUS. Port 
8vo, cloth extra, y.— CHBAP EomON, illustrated boarOs, v. 
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Obnet (aeor^es). Novels 6y. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, a 
Olljphant (Mrs.), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated boarda, at 



O'Reilly (Mrs.) Phtebe's Fortunes. Post Sto. illast. boards, ai. 



111 Parii^L Post ero, cli 



Panduran^ Harl; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sir 
Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New IVanslatioa, with Historical 
Paul (Marearet A.).— Qentle and Simple. CrownSvo, cloth, with 
Payn (James). Novels by. 



Toxr. I W0r Cub l^lr. 
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Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post Svo, cloth, v. 6£ «a; 

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by. Post 8vo, ii. ea. ; cloth, it. 6i. ea. 
BaroBd tka Oatab | An Old M^d-i Parullac. | ■aniui In ^PuaUa*. 

Phil May's Sketch-Book, Containing 50 fuU-paga Drawings. Imp, 



Planche (J. R.), Works hy. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of 
Poe's (Ed^at- Allan) Choice Worksin Prose and Poetry, With Imro. 



Pope'8 Poetical Wo rks . Post 8vo. elotli limp, us. 
Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. 



Price tE. C), Novels by. 

ViOuitliim. I Tli B >o»HnM«. | Mra> Lanwiwy SlnL 

P rincess Olga. — Radna i A Novel. Crowa 8vo, cloth eitra, 6i. 

Proctor (lUchard A., B.A.), Works by. 

■may Btaf X-aaHsn*. Witb ^r HopsforvRrrNlEbt lathe Yeat^ Cnjwn aro, clotli, 4fv 
BBtom and Its ByHtam. wjth 13 Sled FlatH. Danr Btl doth Aitre, lor 



Pryce (l^chard).— Miss Maxwell's Affections. Crown Svo, doth, 
Rambosson (JO.— Popular Astronomy. Translated by C. B. Pit- 

Randolph <Ueut.-Col. Qeorge, U.S.A.) Aunt Abigail Dykes: 

Reade's (Charles) Novels. 

ra( Wonnftaa. I ObrUtl* labnMsna. Hud Cuta I Orinth Oaniit. 

•It ■■Mirer Too tsto to Mood.; Faal plms. 1 Fat ^oarHllln Hla PlHb 



Fa( WomnCtoat lad ClulltU Johii< f. Lava M> L1(tl*,I.an ma tiOaC- [JVsr. 

■San*. t Th« DDUblo MmiIH* ^^^[Jltm. 

Th« ClD^C Ud tb« HanFtb. Wllh n ,t Paul Play""" (^^ 

Tha Coora* of Tins IKIT* Nam DM >l A Sim Die Ion. lj(K 

Rnn &moDth4 ^b^ Slatflaha&Tt ana 14. A Woman-Hntar. (O^ 

Tha Antotalt^raphT of k Thtaft jutk Storlaaof Man AolbarAnlvalBJl^**. 

(TFiuulXbaWaiidaFliigHali. [Frt. 17. Haaillana'ir"™'— .~_'?^ 



Fa< WoSblftOB. ChDlHTy prln^la Elterjr Slyte. Kirap. B>o, hali^^bur^, ij. u. 
Tba Clotatar mad tha HaaMli. InFourVois-i p»te*o. with ulnirDducEiani^sri 
■ " " 1 to «Bch Vol, I4#. the set 1 and the Illusjhatbd UBKAl 

' we. Two Vob., crown Gnt. clolh flit, 4v. net. 



lUddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels bv. 

TbaMnaaof Walaa-aaudanPutr. Ha/%atbaFia DuUDtf. 

na >yi(arr Id PalHi Cudana, ] Tba Mon'a Ciuaa. 1 Mia <i 
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Rlmmer (Alfred), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 75. 6i. each. 

Onv out CoimtiT Towns* With 55 lUustntioiis br th« Author. 

ff »*n * >^^* MaonaMton and Mmrrovr, l^th 50 Illustrations by the Author. 

About Mngkmnd with Diokuuu With 58 Illustrations by C A. Vanderhoof and A. RllfME>« 

Rives (Amelie).— Barbara Dering. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d, ; 

post 8vo, illustrated poards, as. 

Robinson Crusoe. By Daniel Defoe. (Major's Edition.) With 

37 IDustrations by GBORGB CRUIKSH ank. Post 8vo, half-bound, as, . 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by. 

Womon aJM^.Btnuitfo. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, sx. 

TiM w^»»«i« of Jnsueo. Crown Sro, cloth extra, y. 6cl. ; post 8to, illustrated boards, ac 

TiM Wommn In tlM Dark. Two Vols., lof. net. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. each. 

Tha Foots' Birds. I The Poets* Boasts. 

Tbo Posts and Natnrot Rsptllost Flsbss* and Insects. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral Reflections. With Notes 

and an Introductory Essay by Sainte-BBUVE. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ar. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The : A List of the Principal Warriors who 

came from Normandy with William the Conqueror, zo66. Printed in Gold and Ct^urs, Sf . 

Rosengarten (A.).— A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans- 
lated by w.collett-sandars. With 630 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7^. 6A 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d. each. 

Paniana i Riddles and Jokes. With numerous Illustrations. 

More Panlana. Profusely Illustrated. _^ 

Runciman (James), Stories by. Post 8vo, bds., 25. ea.; cl., 25. 6d. ea. 

Skippers and Bkellbao' ~ ~ ~ . - 

■ohools and Beholars. 



Skippers and^SkcAlbaeks. I Oraos Balnialtfn*s Sweetheart. 



Russell (Dora), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, each. 

A Conntry Sweetheart. | The Drift of Pate. [SJkorf^pt, 

Russell (W. Clark), Books and Novels by. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, 6s. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, sx. each ; doth limp, as. 6d. each. 
Round the Oalley-Plre. I A Book for the Hammock. 

In the Middle Watch. I The Mystery of the * Ocean Btav.* 

A Voyage to the Cape. | The Romance of Jenny Harlowa. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jx. 6el, each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each ; cloth limp, as. 6d. each. 
An Ocean Tratfedy. 1 My Shipmate lionlse. | Alone on a Wide Wid« 



Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. each. 

Is He the Man? I The Phantom Deathi &c With Frontispiece. 

The OoodShip • Mohock.* | The Cony ict Ship. ISJuriSi 

On the Fo*k*8le Head. Post 8to, illustrated boards, ax. ; cloth limp, ax. 6d» 

Heart of Oak. Three Vols., crown 8vo, zsx. net. 

The Tele of the Ten. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 15X. net. jSkortff, 

Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, y. 6rf. each ; post 8to, illustrated boards^ ax. each. 
A Fellow of TrinUqf. With a Note by Oliver Wendell Holmes and a Frontispiece. 
The Junior Dean. i The Master of St. Benedict's. | To His Own Maif Wi 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, ix. 6d. each. 

The Old Mald*a Sweetheart^ | Mode st Uttle Banu 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3X. 6d. each. 
Orchard Damerel. I In the Face of the World. | The Tremlett Diamonds. {Shortly 

Sala (Qeorge A.).— Qaslight and Daylight. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Sanson. -— Seven Generations of Executioners : Memoirs of the 

Sanson Family (i688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6rf. 

Saunders (John), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
Guy Waterman. | The Lion in the Path. | The Two Dreamerst 

Bound to the Wheel. Crown 8ro, cloth extra, sx. 6a. 
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Sanaden (KAtharine), Novels by. 



Scotland Yard, Past and Present : Eiperiencca of Thirty-se' 



Seetilii (L. O.), Works by. 

n* Canntry of tha pMidon Flu 
Vklkl la JUilaFll- "WiOi Two Maps and 



Senior (Wm.).— By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo. cloth, at. W. . 
Sergeant (Adeline).— Dr. Endlcotfs Experiment. Crown 8vo, 

Shakespeare for Children: Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare. 
Sharp (William).— Children of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, fii. 
B and Pr 

OB Fnilfinent«oi'MaFElt«inc1iata«ii ShaD^'tCD 
ndortiz J«w i QuM4 Ma^ *Vi tbe Nola [ Alu 






Sherard (R. H.).— Rogues: A Novel. Ciown 8vo, it. ; cloth, ii. 64. 
Sheridan (General P. H.), Personal Memoirs of. With Fairaha, 
Sheridan'^ (Richard Brlnsley) Complete Work^^th Ufa and 

Uhi TkSVnSla ii^Tha ■■toaltn aoinlUl. EdluSl^ u Intn- 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, indndiiiR all 

IhoH In'Arcjidla.' With Fortnb. MBmorUl-liitroductian, Noim, ftc, tir IM nft J^ B. GttOOART 

Sims (George R.), Works by. 
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Signboards : Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns mAd 

Remarkable Characters. By JACOB Larwood and JOHl 
piece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8ro, cloth extra, js. 6d. 



Sister Dora: A Biography. By Margaret Lonsdale. With Four 

Itktstrations. Demy 8vo, picture cover, id. ; cloth, 6d. 

Slcetciiley (Artliur).— A Matcli in tlie Darlc. Post 8vo, boards. 2s 

. - 

Slang Dictionai^ (The) : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ok 6d, 

Smart (Ifawley).— Without l^ve or Licence: A Novel. Crown 

8ro, cloth extra, 31. 6a. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, v. 

Smitli (J. Moyr), Worlcs by. " ^ 

TiM PiiBOtt Of Arg oils. With t«> Illustrations. Post 8to, cloth extra, gr. 6d. 

Tho Wooing of tho Water Wltoh. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, doth, fir. 



Society in London. Crown 8vo, is, ; cloth, is, 6d, 

Society in Paris: The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters 

from Count PAUL VASILI to a Youn^: French Diplomat. Crown 8ro, cloth, 6t, 

Somerset (i^rd Henry).— Songs of Adieu. Small 4to, Jap. vel.,6y. 
Spalding (T. A., LL.B.).— Elizabethan Demonology: An Essay 

oa the Belief in the Existence of Devils. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ss. 

Speight (T. W.), Novels by. 

Post 8ro, illustrated boards, v, each. 



The Mjrsterles of Heron Dyke. 
~ly Devious Ways. &c. 
[oodwlnked I & Bandy oroft Mystery. 



Back to Life. 
The Loadwater Tratfedy* 
Bortfo's Romanoe. 
Qnlttanoe In FolL 



Sir Devlons Ways. &c. 
oodwlnked I & Bs 
The Golden Hoop* 

Post 8ro, cloth limp. zx. 6d. each. 

JL Baraen Tltlt. I Wife or No WUmf 

The Bandywoft Kystevy. Crown 8vo, picture cover, zx. 



Cxown 8to» cloth extra, jr. 6d. each. 
JL Secret of the Sea. | The Prey Monk. ISk^rOlf, 

Spenser for Children. By M. H. Towry. With Coloured Illustrations 

hy Walter J. morgan. Crown 4to, cloth extra, y. 6d. 

Starry Heavens (The) : A Pobtigai. Birthday Book. Royal z6mo, 

doth extra, 9s.6d. ^ 

Stedman (E. C), Worlcs by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 95. each. 

Ylotorlan Poets. | The Poets of America. 

Stemdale (R. Armltage).— The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Crown 

8vo, doth extra, y. 6d. ; post 8vo» illustrated boards, ax. 



Stevenson (R. L^uls), Works by. PostSvo, cloth limp, 2s. 6i. ea. 

Travels with a Donkey. With a Frontispiece by Walter Cranb. 
An Inland YoyadC* With a Frontispiece by Walter Cranb. 



Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, fix. each. 

Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 

The Silverado Squatters. With Frontispiece by T. D. Stronc. 

The Merry Men. I Underwoods t Poena 

Memories and Portraits. 

Vlrglnlbas Puerlsqne, and other Papers. | Ballads. | PrliiM OttO^ 

Across the Plains, with other Memories and Essays. 

Mew Arabian Mltfhts. Crown 8vo, buckram, grilt top. 6x. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, sx. 

The Bololde Club; and The Rajah's Diamond. (From NKW Arabian Nights.) WItii 

Eight Illustrations by W. J. Hennessy. Crown 8vo. cloth, jr. 
Father Damlen t An Open Letter to the Rev. Dr. Hyde. Cr. 8vo, hand-made and brown paper, ts» 
The Edinburgh Edition of the Works of Robert Louis Stevenson. Twenty Vols. 

demy 8vo. This Edition (which is limited to t.ooo copies) is sold only in Sets, the price or which 

may be learned from the Booksellers. The Vols, are appearing at the rate of one a month, beginnini; 

Nov. 1894. 

Wtlr of HermlitOBt (R. L. Stevenson's Last work.) Large crown 8to, 6f. {Sh^rtfy, 
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Stoddard (C. Warren] Summer Cruising in the Soutli Seas. 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. With Notices by Helbn and 

Strange Manuscript (A) Pound In a Copper Cylinder. Crown 

Strange Secrets. Told by Percy Fitzqbkald, Conan Dovlb. Fj-or- 

Strutt (Joseph). — The Sports and Pastimes of the People of 

Jln^udt IndiidinBihB Rural Bud DDroBilcRacrwInn^H May Gudb«» MudiincdH. ShowK Ac. ficv 
tha EuliHI FniDdlotheFmeiuTliDe. £dked by WILLIAM HoNE. WkXi 14Q UlusUai^DU. ClDaq 

Swift's (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 
Swinburne (Algernon C), Works by. 

auimnW In CslTdon. Cmoii 8^. 6i. BDnM t^ 

Ctaut«tu4 1 A Traecdy. CroK^Svo, v- Btudlea I 

_8vo, or fcup, Hvo, w. TrlBtruD of llyaaam 

Pdhu ud ■■Iftlll. SECOND SERIES. Cicwn A Cantury oTBoiuk 
Poann a BallKda. Thiuseribs. CiiBm.),. Mulna FsJIsfd i A 1 
BotCwallt ATnindy- Crown Gvu, lu. &k 
ionip et TwB HktuniM. Croim evo. ii, 
Oaorn Gha^ '" "" 



Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours ; In Search of the Pictureai 






Taylor ^ayard). — Diversions of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 
Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.US.), Works by. Crown Svo. cloth, 51. each. 

Tb» SulBaity Knd ■orKiiur ofpianui ASkwchotihs L" — * ■"— ' '- ■-'- 

Tb« Pli^lma MutnnOUt. Wllh 366 lUuiIrilkini. 



Taylor (Tom). — fllstorlcal Dramas. 



Tennyson (Lord) : A Biographical Sketch. Bj H. J. J: 
Thackerayana : Notes and Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and 
Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. Kkaussb, 
Thiers (Adolphe). - 

' nac- u V^i denij ein>, cIdU) «« 
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(Bertha), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl. , 3s. 6d, ea,; post 8vOj aj. ea, 

TlM TtoUn-Playei'. I Pvoad Malaie. 



Post 8ro, iOustrated boards, at. 



Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro- 

ducdon by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 Illustratioas. Post 8vo, half-bound, ax. 



Thombury (Walter), Books by. 

The Xilte and Correspondttno« of J. m. W. 



Mnpesponoono* ox J. m. iv, Tumftv. With Illustratioas in Colouit. Crows 
Sro, cloth extra, 7*. 6* ^_^_____ 

Post 8ro, illustrated board*, v. each. 

Old Btortos H«-told. I Tales fop th« Marines. 

Tlmbs (John), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys, 6d, each. 

The History of Glnb« and Club Life In London t Anecdotes of its Famous Coffee-houses, 

Hostelries. and Taverns. With 42 Illustrations. 
HnfH^ii ■eoentriOB and Booentrloltles 1 Stories of Delusions, Impostures, SportinfF Scenes, 

Ecasntric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c. With 48 lUustrations. 

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. 6d. each ; post 8to. Illustrated boards, ax. each. 

The Way We Live Now. I Mr. Bcarborough's Famllya 

Fran Frohmann. I The Land-Leaders* 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, ax. each. 

Kept In the Dark. I The Amerioan Senator. 

The Golden Lion of Granpere. | John Caldigate* | Marlon Fay* 

Trollope (Prances E.), Novels by. 

Crown 8ro, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, ax. each. 
Like Ships Upon the Sea. | Mabel's Progrees. I Anne ynmes s. 

Trollope (T. A.).— Diamond Cut Diamond. Post 8vo. illost. bds., 21. 
Trowbridge (J. T.).--Famell's Folly. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 
Xytler (C. C. Fraser-).— Mistress Judith : A Novel. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, ^r. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth oxtra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
Lady Bell. 1 Burled Diamonds. \ The Blaokhall Ghostaa 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 



What She Came Through. 
Cltoyenne Jacqueline. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Balnt Mungo's City. 



The Huguenot Family* 
Mobleese Oblige. 
Beauty and the Beast. 
Disappeared. 



The Maodonald Lass* With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3X. 6d, 

Upward (Allen), Novels by. 

The Queen Against Ovren. Crown 8to, cloth, with Frontispiece, 3X. 6d. ; post 8vo, boards. 
The Prince of Balklstan. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3X. 6</. 



Vashti and Esther. By the Writer of • Belle's' JLetters in The World. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, y. 6d, 

Vlllari (Linda).— A Double Bond : A Story. Fcap. Svo, 15. 
/ Vizetelly (Ernest A.).— The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. With 

a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3X. 6d. 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler ; or, The Contemplative 

Man's Recreation, by IZAAK Walton ; and Instructions How to Anffle, for aTrout or Grayling' in a 
clear. Stream, by CHARLES Col^'OxN. With Metuoirs aud Notes by Sir Ha&RIS NICHOLAS, and 6x 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7X. (ui. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by William 

M. ROSSETTI. With Portrait. Crown 3vo, hand-made paper and buckranj, 6x. 

Ward (Herbert), Books by. 

Five Years with the Congo Cannibals. With 92 Illustrations. Royal 8vo, doth, lUt 
Hy UX% v4th 9t«iiley'fl K«ar Guard. With Mop. ?99t 8vo, \f. i clottb w. (A 



I 



CMATTTO A WtNblJS. MJBUSHfeRS. frltCABILLV. 

Valford (Edward, M.A.), Works bjj. ^^ c™,„i„im it. d-c 



■ 8taUUD« 



'&?.. 



'ShliSng Hon»™i Com^i. lisSS."' ConMi'nW ■ 






Warner (Charles Dudley).— A Roundabout Journey. Crown 8vo, 
Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Fac^mile, with the 59 Signatures 

Washington's {Qeorge) Rules of Civility Traced to their Sources 
Wassermann 



in (Lllllas), Novels by. 



• V&rqals of OftrBbbv* By Aaro 



Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 

Bj. F. w. COIIY. WUhTmllhislHlloM. Crowi Bto. 11. iclKh. II. «J. 

Webber (Byron) .--Pun, Frolic, and Fancy. With 43 Illustrations 

ty rjIlL HAY ud CHARLES bLAV. Fop. ^to. cjotb. y. 



Whist, Row to Play Solo. By Abkahau 5. Wilis and Cbarus T. 
White (Ollbert).— The Natural History of Selborae. Post Src 
WlllUms {W. Mattleu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. 

HoUiKia In Bhort Ctasptan. Ccniin Eva. i lolk citn. yj. Si;. 

Wllliamsoii (Mrs. F. H.).— A Child Widow. Post Bvo. bds.. a». 
Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. 

OliBpmieB BiolallDii. Wlih ijginusiuiaiu. CTDwn 8to. clnli cMTi. 71. M 



winter (J. S.), Stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated boaids, 2 

Ok>^ £itb ' [BWmutkl I.*MBdB. 



Wlssmann (Hermaan von). — My Second Journey throvsli 



M dHAtfO * WINDUS. PiJBLiSlieaS, ft(!CAPlLLV. ' . . ^ 

Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post Svo, boards, as, each. 
Wood (Lady).— Sablna : A Novel. Post 8vo, illtislrated boards, ss. 
Woolley (Cella Parker).— Rachel Armstrong; or, Lovo and The- 
Wright (Thomas), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, -js. 6d, each. 



Wynman (Mai^aret}.~My Rlrtations. With 13 lllustrationB by 
Yates (Edmund), Novels by. Post Svo, illcstrated boards, ts. each. 
Zaa|wlll (I.). --Qhetto Tragedies. With Three Illustrations by 
Zola (Emile), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d, each. 

T^SoVnlmU. TraiuIlUd by E.'a. VIZKTELLV. 

TbaDnun. Tnuid^nd by ELIIA CHASR. Wllh !J^t Tlluinilliini bf JHAHHIIT, 



SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES. 

V Far/alUr talalaguiag. set alpkaidical arTangettual, tp. i-*l 



The Mayfalr Library. Pott Bto, cioib iimp, « 



aiim ud mMitltlu. By W.tl. Adams. 

4* ainji ittiiiMB or ■ flu nsH.' 

JUaunw AAfttoBlHd : Abrl^teH'tnE if Dirt 
■SHcUlSia^ttu B^W.-fllJOBSOK. 
-m OobMId fnan. RyriK-Reil. 

w. (.SiM|» Sff^^^"" ^''■'"■ 

mrltritliaatlMtldlH. GfH" I. JEKKiNd^ 
MiABUentDlUiiBrHUutAtaa. ByOu 

»«cU«n*Filtl». BylLKEHiT^. 
UtamtmKlt: from LAMUS 1-ETTRI!S, 






OuHlnL By E,L.yHH LINTON. 

FuUrnHviriAytn- BtR. maccrhgol 
Hav PftVl bb4 iniftnU. By W. 11. Malloc^ 
na H«w aapBb>l4. By W. K. MALLOCk. 

ruk H rt^uw. BjH.c 



The Oolden Library. Post Svo, cioih lim 



The Wanderer's Library, crown avo, dotii aitia, 31, w. each. 



ItHita Mud MtMOl^Tlms. ByC 
UrmUl*. Bit Thouas frost. 









CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, PICCADILLY. 
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Books in SERiKa^cantinued, 

Handy Novels. Fcap. Svo, cloth boards, is. 6d, each. 



The Old ICald'B Sweetbeart. By A. St. Aubyn. 
Modest Little Sara. By Alan St. Aubyn. 
8ev to tUeepen of Ephenu. M. E. Coleridge. 
Taken from the Enemy. By H. Newbolt. 



A Lost BoaL By W. L. Alden. 

Dr. Palliser's Patient. By Grant Allen. 

Monte Carlo Stories. By Joan Barrett. 



My Library* printed on laid paper, post Svo, half-Roxburgbe, m. 6d. each. 
Oitatlon«ad Examination of William Shakspeare. I Christie Johnstone. By Charles Reaoh. 

By W. S. LANDOR. Peg WofOngton. By CHARLES KEADE. 

The Jonmal of Manrice de Onerin. ' The Dramatic Essajrsof Charles Lamb. 



The Pocket Library. Post 8vo, 

The Essasrs of Elia. By Charles Lamb. 
Kobinson Orosoe. Illustrated by G. Cruikshank. 
Whims and Oddities. By Thomas Hood. 
The Barber's Chair, By Douglas Jerrold. 
Gastronomy. By Brillat-Savarin. 
The E^cnrean. &c. By Thomas Moorb. 
Leigh aunt's Essays. Edited by E. Ollier. 



printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., 35. each. 

White's Natural History of Selbome. 
Oumver's Travels, &c. By Dean Swift. 
Plays by Richard Brinsley Sheridan. 
Anecdotes of the Clergy. By Jacob Garwood.' 
Thomson's Seasons. Illustrated. 
Autocrat of the BreaUhst-Table and The Professor 
at the Breakfast-Table. By O. W. Holmes. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Library Editions of Novels, many Illustrated, crown Svo, cloth extra. 3s. 6i. each. 



By P. M. ALLEN. 

Oreen as Orass. 



Philistia. 

Strange Stories. 

Babylon. 

For Maimie's Sake. 

In all Shades. 

The Beckoning Hand. 

The Devil's Die. 

This Mortal CoiL 

The Tents of Shem. 



Dy GRANT ALLEN. 

The Great Taboo. 
DumareBq/s Daughter. 
Duchess of Powysland. 
Blood RoyaL 
Ivan Oreet's Master- 
piece. 
The Scallywag. 
At Market Value. 
Under Sealed Orders. 



By MARY ANDERSON. 

Othello's Occupation. 

By EDWIN L. ARNOLD. 

Pbra the FhoBnician. 

The Constable of St. Nicholas. 

By Rev. S. BARINQ-QOULD. 

Eed Spider. | Eve. 

By ROBERT BARR. 

In a Steamer Chair. | From Whose Bonmo. 

By FRANK BARRETT. 

The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. 

By 'BELLE.* 

Vashti and Esther. 

By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE. 



Beady -MoneyMortiboy. 
My Little Girl. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
The Monks of Thelema. 



Bv Celia's Arbour. 
Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraffe. 
In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Ten Tears' Tenant. 



By Sir WALTER BESANT. 

All Boris and 



Condi 

tions of Men. 
The Captains' Boom. 
All in a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 
Uncle Jack. 
The World Went Vorj 

Well Then. 
Children of Gibeon. 
HerrPaulus. 

By ROBERT 

Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
Ood and the Man. 
Martyrdom of Madeline 
Love Me for Ever. 
Annan Water. 
Foxglove Manor. 

ROB. BUCHANAN 

The Charlatan. 

By J. MITCHELL 

fb« Miaor Chord. 



For Faith and Freedom. 
To CaU Her Mine. 
The Bell of St. Paul's. 
The Holy Bose. 
Armorer of Lyonesse. 
S. Katherine's by Tower 
Verbena Camellia Ste- 

phanotis. 
The Ivory Gate. 
The Bebel Queen. 

BUCHANAN. 

The New Abelard. 
Matt. I Bachel Dene. 
Master of the Mine. 
The Heir of Linne. 
Woman and the Man. 
Bed and White Heather. 



& HY. MURRAY. 



CHAPPLB. 



CAINE. 

The Deemster. 



By HALL 

The Shadow of a Crime. | 
A Son of Hagar. I 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. 

The Bed Sultan. | The Burden of IsabeL 

By MORT. & PRANCES COLLINS. 

Transmigration. | From Midnight to Mi4* 

Blacksmith ft Scholar. nij^t. 

The Village Comedy. | Tou rlay me False. 

By WILKIE COLLINS. 

The Frozen Deep. 



Armadale. 
After Dark. 
No Name. ^ 
Antonina. 1 
BasiL 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
The Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. 7 



The Two Destinies. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Haunted HoteL 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Bobe. 
Heart and Science. 
' I Say No.' 
Little Novels. 
The Evil Gtenins. 
The Legacy of Cain. 
A Bogue's Life. 
Blind Love. 



The New Magdalen. 

By BUTTON COOK. 

Paul Foster's Daughter. 

By E. H. COOPER. 

Oeoflory HamiltoxL 

By V. CECIL COTES. 

Two Girls on a Barge. 

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 

His Vanished Star. 

By H. N. CRELLIN. 

Bomances of the Old Seraglio. 

By MATT CRIM. 

The Adventures of a Fair BebeL 

By S. R. CROCKETT and others. 

Tales of Our Coast. 

By B. M. 

Diana Harrington. 



CROKER. 

'To Let.' 

Mr. Jervis. 

Village Tales d Jungto 

Tragedies. 
The Beal Lady HiMa. 

CYPLES- 



Proper Pride 
A Family Likeness. 
Pretty Miss NeviUo. 
A Bird of Passage. 

By WILLIAM 

Hearts of Gold. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

The Evangelist ; or. Port SolvatioiL 

By H. COLEMAN DAVIDSON. 

Mr. Sadler's Daughters. 

By ERASMUS DAWSON. 

The Fountain of Touth. 

By JAMES DB MILLB. 

A Oastte in Spain. 



CHATTO a WINPIIS. 



rwo-Smnwo ..wi— ™»«mtB. 

l».-ll»lu2.«SS!"**^ BIERCG. 
,^„ By FREDERICK BOVLE. 

ouumu^ftortS'*^''' "ARTE. 
li«J. »S?i "h™"''^ brydges. 



liOtaW w thi Wat I Th. Htir o( LIiiM. 
— .~ . ^/ "*I-L CAINE. 

a.4*™ti^™^" CARRLTOT" 

r^^I^""- A1CHER CLIVE. 

Whf rul Fvnll KlUil Ui WUa. 

*». o£fJ*g^'-*'*?'* COBBAN. 

^^^^_By WILKIE COLLINS. 



PUBLISHERS, PICCADILLY. 



ass^r'is^ 



j^ By DUTTON COOK. 

n.^h Egbert' craddock!" 

Thi AdnutwM of > F»lt BslMl. 
»««■«. ^.^?- "■ CROKER. 

Htm* 111 Bum? **"" CYP^I.'^"™' 

».r™LfS'Vf,5i'* DAWSON. 



«rMT«r., I art., LoTm. • 
By CHARLES DICKENS. 

». Mtt-HitaV"^" DONOVAN. 



TM^ M- BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
^^By EDWARD 'eqOLESTON. 

B....g3;^''ERCY pitzqerald^ 

WU^ll.^*''* °^ FONBLANQUa 

riXVoVs^. ^" B*«TLE FRERB. 
Oncfri'/ "'^"^ FRISWEUL. 

n.cijt'o!^"*'*'*" GARRETT. 

■oW= bJSJ. CH^f RLhs OIBBON. 



jxxa Dt ui< ^u 






S.CiS?.'"- 



AD-^ivi X'.u'-'*" (""-BERT. 

,„t„^^JiENRV QREVILLE. 
C.j,.'*J„S\,^EY ORDNDY. 

itodi^'"*"'^ Habberton. 

JNDREW HALtmAY. 
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CUAftO & WiNbUS, fiUBLlsiigi^l, ^\ttkh\Wt. 
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Two-Shillino "^ovai^Sr— continued. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 

Under tbe Greenwood Tree. 

^ By J. BERWICK HARWOOD. 

The Tenth Earl. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 



Garth 

Elllce Qnentlxu 

Fortune's Fo4^ 

Mies Cadonia. 

Sebastian Ittrome. 

Dust. 



Beatrix Randolph. 

Love— or a Name. 

David Poindezter'B Dis- 
appearance. 

The Spectre of the 
Camera. 



By Sir ARTHUR HELPS. 

Ivaa de Biron. 

By HENRY HERMAN. 

A Leading Lady. 

By HBADON HILL. 
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EamlMra the Detective. 

_ By JOHN HILU 

Treaflon Felony. 

By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY. 

The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. QEORQB HOOPER. 

The House of Kaby. 

By TIQHE HOPKINS. 

Twlzt Love and Duty. 

By Mrs. HUNQERPORD. 

A Maiden all Forlorn. I A Mental Btmgglt. 
In Durance Vile. I A Modem Circe. 

Marvel. | Lady Vomer's Flight 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. • 

Thomicroft's ModeL I Self-Condemned. 
That Other Person. i The Leaden Casket, 

By JEAN INQELOW. 

Fated to be Free. 

By WM. JAMESON. 
My Dead Self. 

By HARRIETT JAY. 

The Dark CoUeen. | Queen of Conaaught. 

By MARK KERSHAW. 

Colonial Facts and Fictions. 

By R. ASHE KINO. 



A Drawn Game. 
'The Wearing of 
Green.' 



the 



Passion's Slavtii 
Bell Barry. 



By JOHN LEYS. 

The Lindsays. 

By E. LYNN LINTON. 



Fatrlcia Xembali. 
The World Well Lost. 
Vnder which Lordf 
Fasten Carew. 
'My Lover 
lone. 

By HENRY 

Gideon Fleyce. 

By JUSTIN 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
Waterdale Neighbours. 
Mv Enemy's Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 
Linley Rochford. 
Miss Misanthrope. 



The Atonement of Leam 

Dundas. 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the 

Family. 
Bowing the Wind. 

W. LUCY. 

McCarthy. 

Camiola. 

Donna Quixote. 

Maid of Athens. 

^e Comet of a Season. 

The Dictator. 

Red Diamonds. 

MACCOLU 



By HUGH 

Mr. Stranger's Sealed Backet. 

By AQNES MACDONELL. 

Quaker Cousins. 

By KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 

The EvU Eye. | Lost Rose. 

By W. H. MALLOCK. 

A Romance of the- Nine- 1 The New Republio. 
teenth Century. | 



By FLORENCE MARRYAT. 

Open I Sesame t I A Harvest of Wild Oata. 

Fighting the Air. | Written in Fire. 

By J, MASTERMAN. 

Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

By BRANDER MATTHEWS. 

A Secret of the Sea. 

By LEONARD MERRICK. 

The Man who was Good. 

By JEAN MIDDLEMASS. , 

Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorlllion. 

By Mrs. MOLESWORTH. 

Hathercourt Rectory. 

By J. E. MUDDOCK. 



From the Bosom of th* 
Deep. 



Stories Weird and Won 

derfuL 
The Dead Man's Secret. 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



A Model Father, 

Joseph's Coat. 

Coals of Fire. 

Val Strange. 

Old Blasers Hero. 

Hearts. 

The Way of the World 

Cynic Fortune. 

By MURRAY 



A Life's Atonement. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Bob Martin's LittU 

Girl. 
Time's Revenges. 
A Wasted Crime. 

and HERMAN. 

The Bishops' Bible. 



One Traveller Returns. 
Paul Jones's Alias. 

By HENRY MURRAY. 

A Game of BlulT. | A Song of Siaq;>eBe«. 

By HUME NISBET. 

' Bail Vp 1 ' I Dr.Bemard St. Vincent. 

By ALICE O'HANLON. 

The Unforeseen. | Chance T or Fate T 

By QEORQES OHNET. 

Dr. Rameau. | A Weird Gift 

A Last Love. | 

By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladies. I The Greatest Reliess Ia 

The Primrose Path. | England. 

By Mrs. ROBERT O'REILLY. 

PhoBbe's Fortunes. 

By OUIDA. 



Held in Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Idalia. 

Under Two Flags. 

Cecil Castlemalne'sOage 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle Farina. 

A Dog of Flaadon. 

Pascarel. 

Signa. 

Princess Napraziat. 

In a Winter CUiy. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 



Woodea 



Two Uttto 

Shoes. 
Moths. 
BimbL 
PipistreUo. 
A village OoouBQBtb 
Wanda. 
Othmar. 
Frescoes. 
InMaremmai 
Guildenqr. 
RuiBno. / 

Syrlin. ' 

Santa Barbara. 
Oulda's Wisdom, 

and Pathos. 



Wit 



By MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 

Gontle and Simple. 

, ^ ^ By C. U PIRKIS. 

Lady Lovelace. 

_ „ By EDGAR A. POB. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

_ By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. 

The Romance of a Station. 
The Seal of Countess Adrian. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. 

By E. C. PRICE. 

Si'lSSinT.. I SSiilr '"*~'' ^^ 

«. „ By RICHARD PRYCB. 
Mln Maxwell's AiTecUons. 



By HAWLEY SMAICT. 



''°"^'"''By''jAftSs*VAVN. , . 



ByCHARLES READE. 

Ii*lMoii>. Ths Wudutae a< 

■«■•■( iB lUti SlnildHUtuilDi 



By Mr«. J. H. 

BuMnthH-i Su 



RIDDBLL. 

nVlTBlBbaUUAE 



Br AMBLIE RIVES. 
By F. W. ROBINSON. 
By JAMES RUNCIMAN. 

By W. CLARK RUSSELU 

Baoa i£t eUfar m. Tlu Bomuct si JtUT 
Oa <k* Fo'til* A«k4. HulDV*. 

X Book fu tta ua- Alona AB L 



Ln Trupdf- 



By QEORQE AUGUSTUS SALA. 

By JOHN SAUNDERS. 

Bv KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 

By GEORQB R. SIMS. 

.,^j .._._ „^. 



BlJdiMUU. 
By G_ 

TIH Bug D UtOi. 



"°b/ ARTHUR SKETCHLEV" 



By T^ W. SPBIOHT. 

HHp. ^*^'* ^ 

By AUAN ST. AUBVN. 
fiy R. A. STERNDALE. 



By R. LOUIS S 

•* A»1llu mgjiu. I Trtui Otbi. 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 

By WALTER THORNBURY. 

By T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPB. 

By F. ELEANOR TROLLOP^ 

■H. (idmbd'imfniK 

By ANTIIONV TROLLOPE. 






By C. C FRASER-TYTLBR. 

UUInu Jidlth. 

By SARAH TYTLER. 

BL HnuD'l ijttj, I Wtet abaO^BSSmuk 

LulfB^ BhOt u4 tka Bu3b 

SuMiua OUIg*. OlMruu JttHUm 

DIU|^P«U*4. I 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 
Th* QIHD ftfEJut Owan- 
By AARON WATSON and LILLIAS 

WASSERMANN. 
Tlia MarqDij or Du-Abu. 

By WILUAM WBSTALL. 

By Mrs. P. H. WILLIAMSON. 

A OiUil Wldn. 



By Lmdy WOOD. 

By CELIA PARKER WO0Lt.EY. 

By EDMUND YATBS. 
Tha FOFloTH Hop*. I OtMtuwMj. 



